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PREFACE. 



iVoBKS of clasdcal biography, interspersed with 
quotatidi^ in the manner of ^^ Crusius's Roman 
Poets," are not uncommon. In the present work 
criticism and biography are subordinate to the 
main design of illustrating by examples the genius 
of the respectiTe writers. 

The collections embodied with the British Poets^ 
under the title of " The British Transldtors," 
cannot be regarded as giving a. ccnnplete view of 
ancient poetry.. Many authors that have been 
translated are overlooked, and the names of se- 
veral do not appear, for the simple reason that 
they have not been translated. The plan of $. 
chronological series of iqiecimens brings the whdi^ 
body of the Greek and Latin poets in systematic 
review before the English reader. 

Possibly exception may be taken to the t6rm 
'^ classic," as too indiscriminate in its acceptation'. 
But this is a^ question of taste, and the term itself 
is, at best^ arbitrary. That fondness for system, 
which marshals poets in the mass by reigns aad 
periods, and, still more absurdly, by the metallic 
ages €(f. graduid degeneracy, has led to mueh 
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common-place declamation, and much tasteless in- 
justice, as to the decay of poetry, and as to the 
claims of particular poets to the rank of classical. 

The word " classic" is not, however, neces- 
sarily the symbol of the highest order of excellence. 
One of the senses afSxed to it by Johnson is 
** relating to antique authors." It may, therefore, 
be used in simple contra-distinction to the modem 
Latin poets, such b» Fracastorius, or Politian. 

Hie term <^ classic " seems also a convenient 
designation, as distinguishing the Pagan from the 
Christian poets. Prttdentius is often slid in among 
the classics ; and I had in &ct prepared for this 
coUecticm an extraiet from his ^^ Essay against Sym- 
machus.'' But it occurred to me that I was 
equally bound to include Gregorius of Naziantzen, 
and Prosper, and Fortunatus, and Synesios, and 
Sidonius ApoUinaris : ^' a line stretching out to the 
crack of doom." I have therefore set aside the 
Latin poets of the Christian Church, as forming a 
class by themselves. 

It was not consistent with my plan to compre- 
hend the various poets whose relics are preserved 
in the Greek and Latin anthologies ; and I have 
extended the principle of exclusion to all such 
writers as are more generally known by their 
prose writings, and whose poetry is, as it were, 
incidental. That Petronius Arbiter should have 
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interspersed some poetical pieces with his satirical 
novel ; or that Columella, in hi^ agricultural 
work, should have cast his. book on gardening in 
didactic verse^ give them no claim to the substantive 

* 

character of poet. Boethius, in the same manner, 
has introduced occasional little poems in his prison 
treatise on the ^^ Consolation of Philosophy;'' but 
his place is with.the philosophers; and the philp- 
sc^hical and critical ^^Commentaries" of Produs 
must ever absorb his Hymns to the Muses^ to Venus, 
and the Sun. < 

I have adopted, indifferently, both rhyme and 
blank verse; as, amidst such variety of style and 
subject, occasions must naturally have arisen, 
where both these forms of metre might reciprocally 
be employed with advantage ; and I have seen no 
arguments sufficiently poweriid to convince me of 
the unfitness of blank measure to represent the 
language and the sentiments of the poets of Greece 
and Rome. The Joh^sonism, which still to a 
great extent perv^es the regions of literature and 
criticism, would fidn persuade us that the public 
voice has peremptorily expressed itself in &vour 
of rhyme to the exclusion of blank verse. That 
it requires a more intimate knowledge of the theory 
of metre, to perceive and relish the complicated 
mdody of unrhymed versification, may be. ad- 
mitted : mad it is therefore natural that the greater 
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number of readers should be more quickly struck, 
and in consequence more readily pleased, with 
the dbvions music of uniFotm rhymes. But there 
toe still a considerable number of the public^ 
who read Milton, and Akenside, and Young, and 
Tliomson, and Cowper ; who are not oflfended by 
their metre, land who pl*obid>Iy would find it diffi^ 
cult to understand why that metre should lose its 
pi'i^rties of conveying poetical plea^ure^ when 
applied to clothe the diction and the thoughts of 
Homer and of Lucan. 

The prgudiced notion, which has been embraced 
by Mickle in the pre&ce to his translation of the 
Lonad of Camoens, and by Sir William Jones in 
his " Design of an Epic Poem," that blank verse 
requires obsolete and foreign idioms, inversions, 
and swelling epithets to distinguish it as poetry, if 
it be countenanced by the erroneous practice of 
some few poets, is refuted by the example of the 
best blank versifiers : by Milton in his most pathe- 
thic passages; by Akenside, in his " Pleasures 
of Imagination," and his " Inscriptions;" and 
by Armstrong, in the most elegant didactic 
poem which, perhaps, was ever written. Yet 
has Dr. Johnson dogmatically pronounced, in his 
?* Life of Somerville," that " if blank verse be 
not tumid and gorgeous, it is crippled prose" 

Why the arranging of language into regular 
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cadences of feet and reciprocations of pau^ skould 
be said to cripple it, is not very easy to say. That 
it is measured prose may be said of blank versie^ 
and may be said of all vferse whatever. Wli^n we 
call verse prosaic^ we imply that it assimilates with 
bald, or trite, or familiar prose : as where Cowpef*, 
in bis Homer, sitys of a dying warrior, that he 
thumped the gromid with his heels ; for to affirm, 
generally, of the diction of verse, that it is prose^ 
is ibo state that the Ifioignage of verse is language. 
Poetry, indeed, like other sciences, has its peculiar 
modes of expression; btit tlie general body c^* 
language must be the same in poetry and prose : 
The distinction is the metrical form. The ob- 
jection should have been, not that blank verse re» 
semUed prose, but that it was not distinguishable 
as metre. Now the common accident of a prose 
sentence running into decasyllabic measure, and 
striking discordantly on the ear, is a proof that 
the syllabic division of heroic verses without rhyme 
makes itself sufficiently felt: without iitsisting oti 
the floating pause, which, if 4t be ac^owledged 
as a source of true poetic harmony in the metre of 
the ancients, must equally be so acknowledged ki 
linglish blank rhythm : of which it forms . th<^ 
marked chsdracteristic. 

: Xet the asserti(Hi of Dr. Johnson be tried by 
, the test of Milton. The speeches in ^^ PaJ'adise 
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Lost," which express the despair of Adam and 
the contrition of Eve^ are acknowledged to rank 
among die finest passages of that noble poem. 
They have pathos : they breathe the language of 
the heart; but they have neither tumour, nor 
glitter; neither obsolete idiom, nor transposition^ 
nor gorgeous met^hor, nor stilted epithet: the 
words, are scarcely removed from conunon life: 
but they are so disposed as that the pauses &11 
with a perfect echo to the sense : with such a faith- 
ful re^ndence to the various turns of passion, 
and such a resemblance to the broken exclamation 
.of uncontroulable sorrow, as no possible arrange- 
ment of prose could be made to produce : while 
the affecting naturalness of expression would be 
marred and sophisticated by the palpable artifice 
of rhyme. 

This Miltonic harmony displays the power of 
metrical arrangement independent of rhyme. 
They, who criticise blank verse as requiring helps 
to prevent it firom lapsing into prose, or losing its 
distinction of measure, are not aware of the power 
of simple metrical divisions and uncertain pauses. 
They look at blank metre with an eye confined to 
the.simple and unconnected lines ; and fail to per- 
ceive that it is not in single lines, but in a sweep 
of concatenated periods, that the harmony of blank 
versification consists. 
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The late Mr. Pye, whose judgment and taste» 
as well as learmng, are sufficiently evmced m his 
translation of ^^Aristotle's Poetics, with Illustrations 
from the Modem Drama," had, like Mickle, an 
ear habitually tuned to the mechanical music of 
couplet rhymes. In considering these different 
forms of verse, as appropriate to translation, he 
has dexterously turned the encroachment of one 
verse upon another against the advocates of blank 
measure, as a vehicle for the ancient hexameter ; 
and has contended^ that the fiill close of the Gre- 
cian hexameter is more accurately represented by 
the rounding rhyme of couplet verse. The argu- 
ment is specious, but it is fallacious in its general 
application. It is aj^licable only to single verses. 
Whoever recites a page of Homer, or Virgil, must 
be sensible that he is not detained by the closing 
adonic ; that he is carried by the sense from line 
to line ; that the break, or pause, continually ar- 
rests him at uncertain &et of the second verse ; 
and that the second verse flows into the third. 
In blank measure therefore^ although the single 
versefr be not so strcmgly d^ned as in the ancient 
hexameter and the rhymed heroic couplet, the 
connected succession c^ verses more closely cor- 
responds with that in the Greek and Latin hexa- 

* lo hh critique on my translation of Hesiod. See Mr. Cum- 
berlandV London Review. No. S. 



:Ui PRHFACib 

meters, than the succession of terses in (touplets, 
which have hot this continuity of sense; but standi 
teverally» complete in themselves, without a neces- 
sary dependence oti those which follow* 

It was hideed maintained by Mickle, that the 
breaks^ in the iiense^ a|id the rolling paui^ from lin^ 
to line^ could be attained with equal facility by 
rhymed metre : and if this were so, the advocates 
of rhyme would have a clear superiority in the 
argum^it; as rhymed measures, allowing for the 
substitutioti of anphasis for quantity, would then 
form a very exact counterpart of the ancient versi- 
fication; and would resemble it both in its single^ 
ness, and in its connexion ; in the particular har- 
mony of the line6, and the general melody of the 
soAtences. But Mickle himself did not attempt 
to realize his own theory; and, after jealously 
as^rting the liberty of rhymed numbers, was cooa- 
tent to drag the burnished chain of his brethren of 
the couplet song. 

Successive experiment has in fact proved that, 
whatever may be said of the superior sensibility to 
harmony in the dlder.£nglish poets, the moderns 
are right. It was the refinement of Im improved ear 
that led Denham, and, still more, Dryden, to com- 
press the straggling couplet of the early rhymer^ 
If we look at the old translation of Lucan by May, 
though there may be occasional instances of verses 
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intermixed with good efieot, we shall find that the 
general result is a jangled and interrupted melody; 
an4 it is evident that the more compact version of 
Rowe conveys, to the ear more of the pamip and 
vigouv of the original numbers. In the^ iroe or 
brdien couplets, the eye stops at the rhjrmei 
while the ^ense requires it to pass on : the rbyim 
is felt as an impediment ; and the verses hav^ niot 
the smooth easy flow of ancient metre, or of py^c? 
blank v^rse. The public ear has been repeatedly 
lured back to th^ halting rhythm of our old rhymers; 
but it has always listened with renewed pleasure to 
th^t poet, who with a Campbell, a Crabbet or a 
Montgomery, shall have caught the tone of ^^ Tb^ 
D^^rted Village," or ^^ The Essay op Man/' 

In objecting to the general fitness of blank verses 
that it is of t}ie same chfiracter as the ancient 
Iiunbic, and, like that, is adapted only to the 
drama, Mr. ¥ye has suffered it to escape bis 
attention, that of blank verse there ai^e two aqpiedes; 
and that his remai^ is just only as it applies to 
0ne. The Epic and Dramatic measure have little 
more in common than the absence of rhjrme : the 
one breaking its harmony into periods, with an 
almost lyrical fioeedon^ yet with the visible method 
of science ; the ether leas studious of arrangement ; 
more e^ea in its structure; and often admitting a 
syllabic redundancy at the close of the line. Of 
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this difierence the reader will be sensible, if the 
experiment be made of reading aloud in succession 
a scene of Fletcher ot Massinger, with an equal 
pcMtion of the Paradise Lost or Regained. 

The same difierence of rhythmical slyle will 
appear in a comparison of some of the more exalted 
passages in Akenside's philosophical poem, with 
some of the ccMiversation pieces and domestic pic- 
tures of Cowper; and it is this flexibility of blank 
verse, which is &ther stately or &miliar, as the 
involutions of its rhythm are simple or compile, 
that exceUently adapts it to translation. If the 
flowing numerousnessof its more scientific arrange- 
ment enable it, by a similar succession of harmo- 
nical pauses, to reflect the varied and prolonged 
melody of Homeric verse, its looser form cor- 
responds very happily with subjects of moral 
reasoning, such as are discussed, with a careless 
fireedom of manner, in the Horatian epistles. 

To the merits of rhyme I am not insensible. In 
didactic verse, when science is to be fiimiliarized, 
or recondite philosophy unfolded and illustrated, 
the writer, who discards rhyme, will forego the 
valuable advantage of condensing and illuminating 
his matter, by that concise^ perspicuous, and anti- 
thetic arrangement of language, which is fitvoura- 
ble to the deductions of argument. The terse 
emphatical character of rhymed measure ; the point 
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of its close^ and the uniformity of its structure^ 
adapt it to round a period of sententious morality 
with impressive e£^; to place words and senti- 
ments in that contrast of opposition, which con- 
sists with turns of wit, and strokes of satire; and 
to dress up a thought with neatness in short effu- 
sions of the elegiac or epigrammatic kind. The 
minute elegance of rhjnne is also in unison with 
whatever is delicately refined, elaborately polished, 
or effeminately tender. The patriot may breathe 
the ardour of liberty in blank verse, but the loyer 
must sigh in rhyme. 

' Much as has been written on the subject of 
translation, I know not, even yet, that its true 
principles have been accurately defined; or that 
the line has been drawn, with sufiicient rigour and 
exactness, between verbal metaphrase and para- 
phrastical licence. Some critics, even in the pre- 
sent day,' appear to think that a translator has 
only to render the letter of his author, without 
adding or omitting; while others allow the lati- 
tude^ not merely of- consulting the genius of a 
modem language by synonimous or circuitous 
expressions, but of running a sort of rivalry with 
the original : improving the author where he is 
judged susceptible of improvement, and modifying 
hia &ults, and supplying his deficiencies, where he 
is judged &ulty or deficient On this subgect I 
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shoU Qfii^r 991^ ir^inarks: both that the reader 
m^ h^ u\ pomtmoxi of the principles by which I 
haye endeiivQUjred to reguls^te my own practice^ 
and that h^ may be enabled to judge» for himseli^ 
whether theaie principles be, or be not, founded 
oxk reii^oQ. 

In Denhaon's pre&ce to his ^' Destruction of 
Troy," or ** An E^ay upon the Second Book of 
Virgil's iSn^id," i^ the following paragraph : ^^ I 
conceive it to be a vulgar error in translating 
poets, to affect being^sf^ interpres. Let that care 
be with them who deal in matters of fact, or mat-^ 
ters of fiuth, but whosoever alois at it in poetry, 
as he attempts at what is qot r^uired, so shall he 
nev^ perform what he f^ttcsmpts : for it is not hi^ 
business alon^ to translate language into language, 
but poesie iqto poesie; and poe^ie is of so subtle 
a spirit, that^ in pouring out of one language into 
another, it will all evaporate ; and, if a new spirit 
be not added in the transfusion, there will remain 
nothing but a caput mortuum : there being certsin 
graces and happinesses peculiar to every language, 
which give life and energy to the words." 

This, iXK the general statement, is true; but 
there is something vague and metaphysical in the 
idea of poesy abstracted from language : the one 
is often inherent in the other ; and if you transfuse 
the lang^age, ypu transfuse the poesy* This inde- 
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finite notion of ^^ a new spirit " has, as might have 
been expected, led to unwarrantable liberties, in 
translation. The true principle^ on which a cer- 
tain discretionary power is vested in a translator, 
has been overlooked. This principle recognizes 
the necessity 'of sustaining the spirit of an author, 
but by na means presupposes the licence of sur- 
passing it. The freedom, that dilates an author's 
text for the purpose of opening his meaning, 
placing his sentiments in a full and clear light, and 
drawing out his images, consists properly with 
translation: all beyond this is. mere imitalu>n. 
Taste is a capricious and variable standard : the fit 
standard of a translator is fidelity. The maxim of 
Roscommon, in his ^^ Essay on translated Verse," 

Yoar author always will the best advise ; 
Fall where be falls, and, where he rises, rise, 

although controverted by Lord Woodhouselee, in 
his elegant " Essay on the Principles of Transla- 
tion," must be admitted to rest on the foundation 
of common sense : unless, in speaking of transla- 
tion, we change its nature^^and retain only its 
name. 

Much of the notion, that to please is a translator's 
first object, has arisen from that superciliousness 
withwhich men of classical erudition are accustomed 
to look down on those whom they consider as 

VOL. I. b 
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unletrn^. It is however a mistfdce» that Uie 
readers of translaticms read for amusement only : 
or that Homer and Juvaial and Sallust are in^ 
^ected only by milettered persons. Translation& 
are ipost in request witl]\ persons of cultivated 
understandings: with literary women, and with 
men of active inquiring minds, and an appetite fi>r 
letters ; but whose occupations in busy professional 
life have precluded them from the advantage of 
studying the classics in the original languages. 
Such persons do not read merely to amiise their 
&ncy ; they read for the puipose of placing them-i 
sdives on a level, in point of literary taste and 
information, with finished scholars. To these per- 
sons a &ithful version of a classic possesses a 
value, wholly independent of the gratification 
arising from elegant language, or polished senti- 
ment; and, with respect to them, the translator 
who improves his author, improves, not to delight, 
but to mislead. 

The author of the ^^ Essay " has laid down an 
incontrovertible position, that ^^ the style and man- 
ner of writing should be of the same character 
with that of the original : " but, in limiting this by 
a second, that ^^ the translation should have all the 
ease of original composition," he has allowed the 
latter to encroach upon the former ; and, In several 
of his illustrations, both ii^ poetry and prose, has 
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palUf^edy and even conun^nded, a totfj departiure 
from the principleg of his first rule: so that the 
prominent characteristics of an author^s style are 
given up without an effort to retain then^ on the 
assumed impossibility of transferring them into 
a modem language, and on the loose and ha** 
zardoos grounds of rendering the original pleas- 
ing. 

The poetical examples tor these observations 
are chiefly selected from Vop0» The English 
Homer undoubtedly, considered as a poem, 
with rdference to the lucid vigour of the num-* 
bers and the vehemence of the passion, must be 
regarded not only as a dedsive proof that the 
writer possessed the genius of a poet, but as a 
magnificent and durable monument of the national 
poetry it8el£ If, however, the implied ccmtract 
between the translator and the reader be not inuir 
ginary, that a &ithful transcript shall be given of 
the matter and manner of the original, no model 
more unsafe can well be proposed for the study of 
a translator than the version of Pope. But the 
author of the <^ Essay,'' so &x from pointing out, 
as worthy of emulation, passages in which the 
translator of Homer ^* worships the prints of his 
steps,'' * for such may occasionally be found, has 

* Ve>ti|ia f caper ad.i«. Statici. 
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chosen to challenge admiration for those precise 
instances in which he deserts his leader. The in- 
terests of literature surely require that against this 
enforcement of a splendid fiiult as an imitable 
virtue, some stand, however feeble, should be 
made. 

The Essayist remarks that " Homer has been 
judged by the best critics to fidl, at times, beneath 
himself J and to offend by introducing low images 
and puerile allusions." Homer certainly did not 
belong to that artificial school of poetry, which re- 
quire one varnished glare of indiscriminate polish, 
and rejects what is natural on the pretence that it 
is low. He was of the same school with Shak- 
speare. But if the validity of this censure be al- 
lowed, in as far as these defects, to use the language 
of the Essay, " are veiled over, or altogether re- 
moved " by Pope, in so far has he departed from 
his implied pledge, as a translator of Homer. On 
this subject also there will probably arise a dif- 
ference of opinion as to the nature and degree of 
the attempted improvement. The author of the 
Essay commends Pope for the rejection of a par- 
ticular circumstance, which is supposed to oflFend 
ffood taste, in the simile of a mountain mist, at 
the beginning of the third book of the Hiad: 
" When a man, looking straight before him, can 
see no further than one might cast a stone." This 
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circumstance, so appropriate to rustic life, so dis- 
tinct, and so true to nature, is to be discarded 
as mean ; and in place of this measurement of the 
intensity of the fog, we have a general confasedness 
of vapour, without th^ hollow interval of pro- 
spect : 

While scarce the swains their feeding flocks saryey, 
Lost and confused amidst the thicken'd day. 

I 

The laXter may possibly be in better taste; but 
the one is evidently painted by an observer of 
natural phenomena, who had watched the effect of 
a mist among the mountains : the other might 
have been described by a man who had seen no 
more of country scenery than the mall in St. 
James's Park: and when all has been said, the 
one is of Pope the other of Homer. 

Of the moonlight scene, in the eighth book, the 
Essayist remarks, ^^ how nobly is the picture raised 
and improved by Mr. Pope ! " Of this elevation 
and improvement the reader will be enabled to 
judge for himself by comparing with the para- 
phrase of Pope a more faithful version. 

As when, around the clear, bright moon, the stars 
Shine in full splendour, and the winds are hush'd ; 
The groves, the mountain tops, the headland heights 
Stand all apparent : not a vapour streaks 
The boundless blue ; but ether, open'd wide, 
. All glitters, and the shepherd's heart is cheer'd. Cowpek. 
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As wken the noon, refulfcnt lamp of oigbt^ 
0*er heaven's clear azure spreadg her sacred lif^hl : 
When not a breath disturbs the deep serene, 
And not a cload oVrcasts the solenn scene s 
Around iMr throne the vivid planets roll. 
And stars nnnumber'd gild the glowing pole i 
0*er the dark trees a yellower verdure shed, 
And tip with silver every monntain't head : 
Then shine the vales : the rocks in prospect rise : 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies : 
The conscious swains, rijoicing in the sight. 
Eye the blue vault, and bless the useful light. Pope. 



Of this passage, when it has been conceded 
that the cadence is harmonious, and that the fourth 
Couplet is picturesque,, what is there left that can 
challenge praise ?. In the first line we are informed, 
that the moon is the *^ refulgent lamp of night :'* 
sdcred, in the second, is a cold make-weight 
epithet, and adds no sensible image: the solemn 
scene is general, when all should be local and par- 
ticular : the simple reality of moonlight is impaired 
by the metaphor and personification in the words 
<* around her throne : *' A Jlood of glory not only 
verges on bombast, but conveys nothing distinct : 
we receive no clear impression of the boundless 
firmament opening on the vision by the breaking 
of the mist overhead ; nor of the multitude of 
twinkling stars that are taken in at once by the 
scope of sight : and the mountain shepherd, look- 
ing up at the moon from among his flocks, with a 
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sudden sensation of cheeriness in his solitude, is 
displaced by a vulgar company of swains, eyeing 
the blue vault, and blessing the light, because it is 
useful: and it is thus that Homer is raised and 
improved ! 

Roscommon has said, perhaps without sufficient 
regard to the conciseness and precision of the 
French language, 

The sterling ballion of one English line, 

Drawn to French wire, would throagit whole p^es shine. 

The figure may with more justice be applied to 
our translators, if an author's characteristic peculia- 
rities are thus to be melted down in the crucible of 
modem taste: and the varied and prominent origir 
nality of the classic ancients will in vain be sought 
in the languid or verbose generalities of what is 
called free imitation. Such writers please them- 
selves with their own £icllity, and forget that, if 
to combine closeness with a luminous force be a 
task of arduous attainment, it is not by escaping 
from it that they can lay a claim to the honours of 
industry or genius. " Si vous otez la difficulte," 
said Voltaire, speaking erroneously with respect to 
the metre of Shakspeare, but justly on the general 
principle, " Si vous otez la dlfficulte, vous otez le 
merlte." 
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HOMER. 

Bef. Gh. 980. 



THE ILUD, THE ODYSSEY, HYMNS. 

EngibhTranilaiorts 
CHAPMAIf, POPE, COWPER. 



HoHERUS has been sumamed Mseonides, from 
Mseonia, or Lydi% in the Lesser Asia; and Mde- 
tigenes, from the river Meles, in the contiguous 
r^on of Ionia. As to the seven plaoes which 
disputed his birth, the wandering profession of 
bardism might have difiused the rhapsodies of 
Homer; and wherever his poems were traditionally 
known, there probably it was said that he had 

VOL. I. B 



2 SPECIMENS OF THE CLASSIC POETS. 

been bom. In a fragment of Simonides Homer 
is called ^^ the man of Chios," an island on the 
Ionian coast: a passage in one of the Homeric 
Hymns bears similar testimollj^. The manner in 
which Homer describes countries and winds 
renders it probable tfa)at he was an Ionian. 
The knowledge of diSsreat regions, of shipping, 
and of the business of war, implies that the 
author of these poems was a traveller, as indeed 
his very office sufficiently testifies, and that he 
had a practical experience of what he describes. 
* His blindness may be plausibly inferred from a 
passage in the eighth canto of the Odyssey; 
which, although ostensibly affiled to a nameless 
bard in the story, betrays a pathetic personal 
consciousness: bi^ like Milton, he must have 
lost his sight late in life, as his descriptions df 
die works of nature and art indicate the fresh- 
nesg of x)cular observaticm. The foolish tale of 



« The Pseudo-Herodotas, in the Life of Homefy derives tli« 
itself from « /mij «pd?v, one who cannot see ; bat this if 
probably one of those fantastic etymologies of which the 
Greeks were so fond. 
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his begging his bread and singing his poen^i 
about the streets, discovers a deplorable inatten*^ 
tion to ancient manners and usages* In the 
early history of CTery nation we find the bard 
a personage of high dignity; his presence was 
eqoaUy welcomed in courts and camps, in the 
feast and the batde. 

The supposititious lives of Homer need not 
detam our attention. His biographical romance 
may rest on the same shelf with the ^^ Lay of 
Aristotle," in the old French Fabliaux. Whe- 
tber such an individual ever existed may be a 
reasonaUe doubt: yet we are told of a cave on 
tbe river Meles, in which he composed his 
poems; as if poetry had been in those ages a^ 
Mired and sedentary occupation ; and the island* 
«n of Chios talk, to this day, of the school of 
Homier among the rocks, and point to the 
M^itkal seats of his schdbrs. 

When we have sufficiently wondered at the 
genius of Homer as the father of poetry^ we 
negr have leiiKire to discover that he faJBuelf 
aillriffr %^ the profession of the bard at' of 

b2 
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common notoriety; mentions by name the poets 
Linus and Melampus; and describes his own 
Achilles, three hundred years before him, singing 
to his harp songs of heroes. ""* 

There seems little reason to doubt, that Homer 
described real heroes and actual battles. Mr. 
"Bryant, in his scepticism as to the existence of 
Troy, builds too much argument on the poetic 
exaggeration of &cts, on. the natural mixture of 
romantic &ble, and on the disappearance of th^ 
trace of edifices and the alteration of soil, after 
the lapse of so many ages. All the tales of rude 
poetry are historical. The very invention of verse 
sprang fi-om the necessity of a technical memory 
to record what was memorable; and the early 
poets of all semi-barbarous nations will be found 
to b^ the only historians. As a collateral evidence, 
may be adduced the geographical accuracy of 
Homer: the ancients were accustomed to appeal 
to his authority in their disputes respecting ter- 
ritorial boundaries. 

There is nothing in the machinery of the poems 
to shake their historical character. Homer's em- 
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battled gods, like the enchanters and warlike saints 
on horseback of the Saracenic sera, came to him 
invested with legendary splendour. Calypso and 
Circe, and the Syrens, and the Muses, were pro- 
bably priestesses of idolatrous temples, where 
historical and mythological records were kept, 
music and medicine practised, sciences taught, 
' and bloody rites of human sacrifice performed on 
the chance voyagers that touched upon the shore. 
All these tales of mythology had hold on the 
popular belief because they had all some founda- 
tion of reality on which enthusiasm and credulity 
*eoi|ld rear a superstructure. However this be, 
that Homer was not the inventor of this compli- 
cated system of &ble is plain fi-om all the evidence 
of history. However widely, or wildly, the Grecian 
theology spread, its root was in ^gypt. 

Modem criticism has smiled in derision when- 
ever a sceptical opinion has been hazarded, as to 
the probability of the Iliad and the Odyssey having 
been originally composed in thdr present collected 
form. They who believe that they were may be- 
lieve in Ossian's epic poem of Fingal; but, with 
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respect to H<»ner, they must bdieve, in equal 
contempt of historical analogy, and of historic* 
cal tradition. It was not the custom of those rude 
ages to &bricate long concat^iated poems* Poetry 
was not dien, as now, a slow methodical process of 
invention : a poem was such a number of verses 
as could conveniently be recited at one timfi. It is 
p^&cdy clear that- the poems of Homer were 
sung, or recited, by himself, and those c£, his 
order, in detached parts; and that they were so 
known to the lonians by titles referring to tbo 
separate actions : as ^^ The Battle at the Sbips,^' 
" The Grot of Calypso," Now it never has lieeni 
nor can it be, proved that these poems ev^ 
existed in any other more combined form till they 
were collected by Lycurgus in Ionia, and arranged 
by Pisistratus at Athens. As to the supposed pre^ 
disposition of the several parts into one concur- 
rent plan, it seems to me the chimera of modem 
system. 

This hypothesis does certainly increase the diflS^ 
culty of identifying these collected rhapsodies as 
the productions of one and the saine individi^l, 



That other bards may have contributed with 
Homer to form the Iliad will not appear wide 
from probability, if the nature of the bardiic inr 
stitution be considered. The tale of Troy wa« 
as much a subject of competiticm to the rhapsodists 
of Greece, as the feats of Charlemagne and Arthur 
to the minstrels of France and the bards of Britain. 
The similarity of style, as well as of genius, was 
doubtless, in the respective cases, the same; for 
this sort of kindred likeness has the experieme of 
all ages in its favour. The dramatic poets of 
England, in the Elizabethan period, resemble 
each other in both these respects ; and the scenes 
of Ford and Shakspeare would often have harmof 
nized in concert. But there is no necessity for 
the supposition, that the Homeric poems belong 
to the age instead of to the individual. The ora} 
tradition, which perpetuated itself by the recita- 
tions of the rhapsodists at feasts and popular assem* 
blies, might have pr^crved the name of a fiunous 
hard, and his right to certain compositions, toge- 
ther with the compositions themselves. 
The Greeks &thered upon Homer every name* 
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less production of any merit. Several o^ the 
Hymns have at least internal evidence of being 
ancient. Thucydides quotes a passage from a 
Hymn of Homer to Apollo; and this passage is in 
the same Hymn to Apollo which has come do^vn to 
us sA Homer's. The fiict is not conclusive; as 
the fabricator might have adopted the quotation of 
Thucydides as the basis of his fabrication : but 
this remains to be shown; and till we have proof 
of the forgery, the present Hymn may fairly be 
admitted as that which was extant in the time of 
Thucydides. K this Hymn be genuine, both the 
blindness and the birth-place of Homer are ascer- 
tained beyond all question. As to the Battle of 
the Frogs and Mice, it were diflScult to say why a 
parody on Homer should be ascribed to Homer 
himself. 

Homer must not be tried by the standard of 
modern taste. The coarseness of his occasiona|r 
details, the prolixity of his speeches, the puerility 
of some of his fables, are chargeable on the man- 
ners of his age. His genius is the genius of 
ancient bardism; borrowing its conceptions from 
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the firesh and original observation of living and 
inanimate nature, and of the busy scenes of human 
life. Both JEIomer and Shakspeare drew imme- 
diately from nature : the latter did not derive hig 
knowledge of men and tilings through the strainers 
of civilization; and this want of what has been 
called the advantage of learning effected for him 
what the state of manners, in a rude age, had 
efifected for Homer. In both we see the same 
forcible and imafiected display of circumstances, 
whether great or little; the same versatility of 
fincy and intuitiveness of feeling; and the same 
strong, specific likeness of character. 

Nature seems to me the grand distinguishing 
characteristic of Homer. His critics have pre- 
ferred defining his character by sublimity; and 
this sublimity perhaps has not been very happily 
illustrated. Pope represents Homer as " firing 
the heavens," like his own Jupiter; and seems to 
suppose that he is most himself in scenes of vehe- 
mence and terror. But in putting Omnipotence 
inaction, Homer is perhaps excelled by Hesiod. 

■ 

It is in the nrrrr^ijtpnijrnty of Deity in repose that 
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the powers of his genius appear most astonishing 
and in that mental sublime which is conversan 
with human passion. When we have once ima 
gined a giant, it requires no great effort to mak 
him stride^ in three steps, from one promontor 
to another ; but it is not every poet who can repre 
sent Achilles receiving in his tent the embass; 
from Agamemnon with the calm severity of digni 
fied resentment, or smiting his thigh with a star 
of generous emotion at the sight of the Greciai 
ships in flames. 

It has been assumed, that the pathetic in poetrj 
has grown on the refinement of manners ; and thai 
the ancient Greeks are exceeded by the Latins ii 
the power of moving the affections. Let Homei 
be read again, and then let the decision be made 
There is confessedly more of art and finish in the 
Latins; and for this very reason there is more oj 
true pathos in the Greeks, who find the approacheii 
to the heart by trusting to the simplicity of nature. 
Virgil has been placed in a light of contrast to 
Homer; as if the latter excelled in dark and tur- 
bulent scenes, and the former i&icenes of tender- 
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ness. Yet there is nothing in Virgil which so 
drags the heart to and fro as the interview of 
Laertes with his son : nothing which so melts the 
nature of man, and clings round his best feelings, 
as the parting of Andromache from Hector, and 
the return of Ulysses to Penelope, 
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From the Iliad. . 
SUIT OF THETIS TO JUPITEB. 



JNeab his swift-sailing ships indignant sate 
The noble son of Peleus, fleet of fi)ot, 
Achilles; nor frequented he^ as wont. 
The hero-honour'd council, nor the field; 
But, with his heart thus preying on itself 
Remain'd. aloof; yet panting secretly 
For shouts of battle and the shock of war. 
Now, when the twelfth day broke, at length returned 
Tlie ever-living Gods, together all 
Ascending up Olympus; at their head 
Went Jupiter. Nor Thetis then forgot 
Her son's injunctions; but at once emerg'd 
From the sear-wave^ and, with the break of danHf 
Roise upward into heaven, and touched the mount. 
There found she Jove of fiur-disceming eyes 
Lone sitting, from all other Gods apart* 
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On many-cragg'd Olympus' highest ridge. 
And sate before him. Then, her left hand dasp'd 
Aromid his knees, her right beneath his chin 
Extended held, in word and posture thus 
A suppliant, the Satumian king besought: 
** Oh Father Jove ! if ere by word or deed 
I could delight thee^ now fidfil my wish : 
Give honour to my son, whose days are sfa(Hrt 
Among the living : for the king of men^ 
Ev'n Agamemnon, hath entreated him 
With foul rqproach, and seizing on his prize. 
Retains her. But, oh wise, di heavenly Jove i 
Honour him thou! vouchsafe the Trojan host 
The victory, till that the Greeks regard 
With reverent fear, and magnify my son ! " 

She said. The Gatherer of the clouds of heftr'n 
Answer'd her nothing; but immoveable. 
Sate long in silence. She, as she had grasp'd 
His knees, so clinging held them; and agaiiy 
Not so repuls'd, demanded: " Openly 
Grrant me this promise, and ccmfirm the same^ 
Or now refuse ine ; for in thee abides 
'Ko fear. Hien speak, that I may know too wdl 
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How little honotir'd in thy thoughts am I 
O'er all the Goddesses in heaven." But Jove^ 
Gatherer of douds, sigh'd heavily, and spake : 
'* It is a deed of mischief thou hast done ; 
Turning on me the bickering enmity 
Of Juno, who will goad me with her taunts. 
Ev'n now unceasingly, though still in vain, 
Before th' Immortals she rebukes me thus, 
And speaks of succour'd Troy. But go, depart, 
Lest Juno should perceive thee. Leave to me 
The care of this ; and that thou may'st believe^ 
I give the nod, that greatest sign in heav'n : 
If I but bend this brow, that willed decree 
Is past recall; unchangeable it stands; 
Its truth is sure, nor shall its promise BSl" 
He spoke, and bowed his forehead, knitted stem 
With darkening brows ; the agitated locks, 
Dropping ambrosia, round th' inunortal head 
Of Heaven's King shook and rock'd th' Olympian 

hill. 
So their deep consult ended, they at once 
Both parted : She from off the gilded mount 
Le^'d headlong down into the depths of sea: 
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Jove pass'd within his palace. All the Gods 
Rose, and stood up together from their seats. 
To meet the Sire of Heaven. His coming none 
Awaited there, but towards his entrance tum'd 
And stood: he pass'd and sate upon his throne. 
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PARTING INTERVIEW OF 

HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE. 



Straight to his roomy palace Hector came; 
But found not in the mansion her he sought, 
White-arm'd Andromache. She, with her son, 
And her robed handmaid, stood upon the tower 
Wailing with loud lament. But when in vain 
He sought within her house his blameless wife, 
Hector, advanced upon the threshold, stood 
And to the damsels spake : *^ Now tell me true, 
Te damsds ! whither from her house went forth 
The fiur Andromache? say, doth she seek 
Her husband's sisters, or her brethren's wives, 
Or at Minerva's temple jcin the train 
Of Trojan women, who propitiate now 
With ofierings the tremendous Deity?" 

The careful woman of the household then 

• 

Addressed reply: " To tell thee. Hector, truth, 
Aa thou requirest, neither doth she seek 
Her husband's sisters, nor her brethren's wives, 
N'or at Minerva's temple join the train 
▼oju I. c 
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Of Trojan women, who propitiate now 
With offerings the tremendous Deity. 
But she has mounted on a massive tower 
Of Troy; for that she heard the Trojan host 
Were worsted, while the strength of Greeks 

prevailed. 
So hastening rush'd she to the city wall. 
Like to one frantic, with the nurse and child/' 
The woman of the household said : and forth 
Sprang Hector from the mansion, and trdd back 
His footsteps through the stately rows of streets. 
Crossing the spacious city, he now reached 
Tlie Scflean gates; through them his passage lay 
Forth to the field. But then his high-dower'd wife 
Came running on his steps; Andromache^ 
Action's daughter; who in woody tracts 
Of Hypoplacian Thebes once stretch'd his sway 
O'er the Cilicians. So his daughter lived. 
The bride of Hector with the brazen helm; 
Who now came running on his steps; while clone 
The handmaid foUow'd her, and at her breast 
The babe, as yet a tender innocent. 
Darling of Hector, fair as any star, 
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Whom Hector nam'd Scamandrius; they of Troy, 
Astyanax; since Hector was alone 
Their city's safeguard. He, on their approach, 
Casting a look upon his infant boy, 
l^ently smiled. Andromache, all bathed 
In tears, stood by; and, clinging to his hand, 
Address'd him: ^^ Noble husband! thy great heart 
Will sure destroy thee. Thou no pity hast 
For this thy infant son and wretched me^ 
Whom thou wilt leave a widow. For the Greeks 
Will slay thee soon with overpowering charge 
Of numbers. It were better far that I, 
Once reft of thee, should sink within the grave. 
I have no other comfort when thy life 
Has yielded to its destiny; but grief 
Must be my portion. Father have I none, 
Nor mother. The high-bom Achilles slew 
My fether when he laid the city waste 
Of the Cilidans, Thebes with lofty gates. 
He slew JEetion, but despoiled him not; 
For he was bound by secret vows; and bum'd 
His body with its variegated mail. 
And heap'd a mount upon him ; and the nymphs 

c 2 
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Tlieit haimt the hills, Jov€*s daughters, planted it 
With circle of tall dim. Seven brothers, too. 
Were mine within the mansion where we dwdt; 
These in ona day were iuirried to the grave. 
The fleet of foot, Achilles highly bom, 
Destroy'd them pll, sorpris'd amoabg their herds 
And flocks. My mother, who the woody tracts 
Of Hypoplacia sway'd, he hither led 
With all her treasures; y«t a ransom took 
And sent hw free. But in her Other's house 
She was death-stricken by Diana's darts. 
Thou, Hector, art my father I thou to tut 
Art mother, broA^, all my joy of life. 
My husband ! Come, be. merciful, remain 
Here in this turret ; make not of this duld 
An orphan, nor a widow of thy wife. 
Command the Trojan army to a halt 
At the wild fig-tree, where the city lies 
Most easy of asceiit, and most exposed 
The rampart to assault. Already thrice 
The bravest of their warriors hnye essay'd 
To force the wall; the &m'd Idomeneuv 
And mtb^r A^aix^ aad brave Piomod, 
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And Atreus' sons: whether some skilfiil seer 
Have prophesied before them, or their mindii 
Have prottipted them spontaneous to the acf 
At these her words the lofty Hector shook 
His party-colour'd horse-hair plume, and spoke: 
" Believe it, oh my wife ! these same sad thoughts 
Have touch'd me nearly; but I also fear 
The Trojans and the wom^a fair of Troy, 
If like a dastard Ilshould skulk apart 
From battle. Nor to this my own free mind 
Prompts me ; for 1 was train'd from earliest years 
To a brave spirit; and have leam'd to fight 
Still in the Trojan van, and still maintain 
My country's mighty honour and my own. 
I know too well, and in my heart and soul 
I feel the deep ccmviction, that a time 
Will come when sacred Troy shall be no more, 
But Priam and his people be destroyed 
From off the face of earth. The after-woe 
Of these my countrymen afflicts me not; 
Noi ryar the grirf of Hecuba's despair. 
Nor kingly Priam's, nor the wo^iil lot 
Of brethren^ brave an^ many, who shall £eill 
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Beneath their foes, as thine, Andromache ! 
When some stem Grecian with his mail of brass 
Shall lead thee in thy tears away, and snatch 
The hght of freedom from thee : when, detain'd 
At Argos, thou shalt weave the colour'd web 
Task'd by another, or shalt waters bear 
From fomitains of Hyperia, sore averse 
And &int, yet yielding to the hard control 
That lays the burthen on thee* Haply then 
Some passer, looking on thy tears, may cry: 
^ This was the wife of Hector, who was once 
Chief warrior of the Trojans when they fought 
With their fam'd horses round the walls of Troy.* 
So will he say : and thou wilt grieve afresh 
At loss of him who might have warded off 
Thy day of slavery. But may earth have heap'd 
The hill upon my corse ere of thy cries 
My ear be conscious, or my soul perceive 
The leading of thy sad captivity." 

So spake the noble Hector; and with hands 
Outstretch'd bent forward to embrace his child. 
The babe against the damsel's broad- zoned breast 
Lean'd backward, clinging with a cry, distUrb'd 
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At his loved father's aspect, and in fear 
Of the keen brass that glared upon his gaze. 
And horse-hair sweeping crest that nodded fierce 
Upon the hehnet's cone. The father dear 
And honoured mother to each other laugh'd : 
Instant the noble Hector from his head 
Lifted the casque, and plac'd it on the ground, 
Far-beaming where it stood; then kiss'd his boy. 
And dandled in his arms; imploring thus 
Jove, and the other Deities of heaven : 
" Hear, Jupiter ! and every God on high ! 
Grant this may come to pass ! that he^ my son, 
May shine among the Trojans in renown 
And strength as I myself, and reign o'er Troy 
In valour : that of him it may be said 
By one who sees him coming fi-om the field, 
* Truly the son transcends the father's deeds ! ' 
Grant him to slay his eiiemy, and bear 
The bloody trophy back and glad the heart 
Of this his mother ! " So he said, and placed 
The babe within his own beloved's arms: 
She soGHj laid him on her balmy breast. 
Smiling through tears. The husband at that sight 
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Melted in pity; with his hand he smooth'd 
Her cheek, and spoke again these gentle irords : 
*^ Noblest (^ women ! do not grieve me thus; 
Against concurring Fate no mortal man 
Can send me to the grave ; and this I say, 
That none who once has breath'd the breath of life, 
Coward or brave, can hope to shun his &te; 
But hie thee to thy mansion, that thy works. 
The loom and distafl^ may engage thy thoughts. 
Go task thy maidens. War must be the care^ 
And mine the ciiie^ of every man of Troy/' 

The hoble Hector said, and raised from earth 
His horse-hair-crested hdm« With homeward st^ 
His dear wife parted from him, and tum'd back 
Her eyes, the fiist tears trickling down her cheek. 
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WATCH OF THE TROJANS 

BEFORE THE WALLS OP TROY. 



JL HE glittering splendour of the sun now fell 
Beneath the ocean, and earth's foodfiil plains 
Were veil'd with blackest night. Unwelcome sank 
The day to Trojan eyes; but, thrice implored, 
INight's gloomy darimess came upon the Greeks. 

Illustrious Hector with, the Trojan bands 
Held counciL From the ships he led them back 
INear the deep-eddying riyer, where a spot 
Seem'd clear from scattered dead. Down from 

their steeds 
They leap'd to earth, and listened while he spake: 
His spear, eleven long cubits, by the shaii 
He grai^'d ; the brazen spear-head gleam'd before, 
Set in its ring of gold. On this he lean'd. 
And hasty spoke: ^' Hear, Trojans and allies! 
But now I thought that, both the ships and Greeks 
Destroying utterly, we should return 
To Ilium's wind-swept walls. The shades of night 
Have overtaken us, and so preserved 
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These Grecians, and the ships upon the shore; 
Then yield we to the night, and make repast. 
Loose the maned coursers from the cars, and set 
Their provender; and from the city bring 
Oxen and sheep, in haste, and luscious wines, 
And loaves from all your dwellings. Gather round 
Files of dry wood, and let us kindle fires 
To bum innumerable through the night 
Till morning dawn, so that the splendour gild 
The sky; lest haply under veil of night 
The long-hair'd Greeks betake them fugitive 
O'er the wide surface of the main : nor thus 
They climb their ships deliberate and in peace; 
But that some one among them have to tend 
A wound, though safe at home ; and, while he leaps 
On ship-board, smitten feels the sudden edge 
Of arrow or sharp spear; and others dread 
To bring the tearful miseries of war 
On Trojans, breakers of the fiery steed. 
Let heaven-protected heralds straight proclaim 
Throughout the city, that the stripling youths 
And hoary-headed men keep nightly watch 
Within the towers of strength that fence the town; 
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And the soft women, each within her house^ 
Kindle large fires ; and a firm guard be set. 
Lest stratagem in absence of our troops 
Surprise the city. Trojans ! great of heart ! 
Be it as I have said; our speech be now 
Of present safeguard: words of other sort, 
Warriors of Troy ! shall greet you with the dawn. 
For, high in trusting hope, I pray of Jove 
And all the other Gods, that I may drive 
These dogs accurs'd of Greece, whom angry Fates 
In their black ships have cast upon our shores. 
Far hence. But let us through the night keep watch 
And secure guard. At mom, when day first breaks. 
Let us to arms, and at the hollow ships 
Stir the keen conflict. It will then be seen 
If Diomed the brave back fi*om the ships 
Shall drive me to the walls, or I destroy 
His body with the sword, and bear away 
His bloody armour. He shall prove his might 
To-morrow, whether he can firm sustain 
My lance when borne against him. But I deem 
He shall fall wounded with the first that &11, 
Stretch'd at his length, soon as to-morrow's sun 
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Be risen. And oh I that I might deathless be^ 
Exempt fix>m age, and worshipped a& the names 
Of Phoebus and of Pallas are adored. 
So sorely as to-morrow's dawn shall bring 
Evil to Greeks I " Thus Hector spoke ; and loud 
The Trojans shouted in acclaim. Then swift 
They loosed the sweating coursers from the yoke, 
And by their headstalls bound them near the cars. 
Fat sheep and oxen from the town they brought 
In haste, and luscious wines conveyed, and loaves 
From all their dwellings; and with gathered wood 
Raised many a pile. The steamy smoke uprose 
From all the plain, blown by the wafting winds 
Into the sky. They, musing mighty deeds^ 
With ranks unbroken as in combat, sate 
Through the long night, while many a fire blazed 

round. 
As beautiftil the stars shine out in heaven 
Around the splendid moon, no breath of wind 
.^ Ruffling the blue calm ether; cleared from mist 
The beacon hill-tops, crags, and forest dells 
Emerge in light ; th' immeasurable sky 
Breaks from above, and opens on the gaze; 
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The multitude of stars are seen at once 
Full sparkling, and the shepherd looking up 
Feels gladden'd at his heart; so many fires, 
Midway the ships and Xanthus' glimmering stream, 
Biassed up in fix>iit of Troy. A thousand jQames 
Bum'd on the plain: around each 8q>'rate pile 
Sate fifty inen^ on whom the reddening glare 
Reflected shone. Meanwhile the steeds all stood 
Fast by their chariots, chanqung the white grain; 
And tarried till the bright^-throned mom i^pear. 
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ACHILLES 

GOING FORTH TO BATTLE, 



JL HEY from their rapid ships were pour'd along. 
As the cold snow-flakes from the height of air 
Hy hovering thick, driven by the frosty gust 
Of the North wind, so thickening from the ships 
Thronged beamy-dazzling hehns, and bossy shields, 
And concave breast-plates strong, and ashen qiears. 
The splendour flash'd against the sky ; wide lau^'d 
The circling plain with lightening gleams of brass; 
And hollow the reverberated sound . 
Rose from the tramp of men. Amidst them all. 
Buckling his armour brave Achilles stood : 
A gnashing sound came from his grinding teeth; 
His eyes were like the glare of fire; his heart 
With anguish past endurance rose and fell. 
So with the Trojans wroth, he sheathed his limbs 
In that same armour which a Goddess gave 
And Vulcan's crafl; had wrought. Around his legs 
He &sten'd first the greaves that elegant 
Were clasp'd with clasps of silver : on his breast 
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He drew the cuirass; o'er his shoulders high 
He slung the brazen silver-studded sword; 
Then grasp'd the vast and solid shield, whose gleam 
Shone distant like the moon. As when at sea, 
The glitter of a blazing fire far off 
Appears to mariners; it burning glows 
High on the mountains in some lonely cote; 
But them the driving tempests hurry back 
Far from their friends, amidst the fishy seas; 
So from Achilles' chased and bumish'd shield, 
The splendour glanced in air. He lifted then 
The weighty casque, and placed it on his head. 
The crested helm shone glist'ning like a star; 
The gilded hair, which Vulcan on the cone 
Thick-waving hung, with rustling motion shook. 
And nodded as he stepp'd. Achilles proved 
His armour; poising every limb to feel 
If the bright gift were fitted to his frame. 
Wings seem'd to lift him and upbear fronx earth 
The leader of his host. Then forth he drew 
From his own armoury his father's spear. 
Ponderous, and huge^' and strong : no other Greek 
Could wield it; but Achilles' arm alone 
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Brandish'd the Pelian ash : from Pelion's brow 
The Centaur Chiron for his fiither fell'd 
The lofty tree^ that it might prove the death 
Of heroes. Alcimus, Automedon, 
Tending the coursers, haxness'd them, affix'd 
Their gorgeous headstalls, fitted in their jaws 
The bits, and to the strong-cemented car. 
Drawn backward, stretch'd the reins. AuUnnedcm 
Thep grasp'd the pliant scourge of bumish'd thong. 
And sprang above the steeds. Behind in arms 
Achilles mounted, shining all in mail 
Like the high-rolling sun. Then with a shout 
Thus sternly chid the coursers of his sire : 
^^ Xanthus and Balius ! colts of xK>bIe strain ! 
Sprung from Podarges ! take ye now more heed, 
And bring your charioteer in safety back 
Into the host of Greece, when we of war 
Have had our fill; nor leave me on the field 
Dead as ye left Patrodus.'^ Then replied 
The fleet-hoof 'd Xanthus firom the chariot-yoke^ 
Low bowing down his head, while all his mane 
From the neck-collar loosed without the yoke 
Trail'd till it swept the ground; for Juno then. 
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The snowy-arm*d, endued him with a voice: 
** Yes, we will now at least preserve thee safe, 
Valiant Achilles! but thy deathful day 
Is near at hand: nor are thy steeds the cause; 
But a great God, and the strong hand of Fate. 
Not through our tardy sluggishness of pace 
The Trojans from Patroclus' shoulders rent 
His armour; but that mightiest God, the son 
Of beauteous-hair'd Latona, midst the van 
Slew him, that Hector might be glorified. 
Though with the west-wind we should scour the 

plain, 
Fleetest of gales, yet thou too art decreed 
To perish by a hero and a God.*' 

When he had spoken thus, the Furies stopp'd 
His voCal utterance. Much disturbed, replied 
The fleet of foot, Achilles : " wherefore thus, 
Xanthus, forete&est thou my death? for thee 
It ill beseems. I know my destiny: 
Fate hath decreed that I shall perish here 
Far from my sire, and her who gave me birth; 
But not for this wm I refrain my hand, 
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Till, to the fiill of slaughter, I have chased 
These Trojans from the iSeld." He said, and 

urged 
His steeds, and with a shout rush'd to the van. 



> 
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THE BATTLE OP THE GODS. 



While yet die Gods stood distant, and forbore 
To mix with mortal men, so long the Greeks 
Gloried &at their Achilles cmee again 
Appear'd mmongst dian, who had long forgone 
Distressfiil war; the Trojans paniostruck 
Shodc every limb, when dius before their eyes 
They saw the son of Pdeus, fleet rf foot, 
Shining in arms, like Mars the scourge of men. 
But when th' Olympian habita:nts came down 
Into the throng of men, strife fierce uprose. 
Stirring the people's hearts. Minerva stood 
Beside the deepen'd trench, without the wafl. 
And shouted: and anon upon the sands 
Where dash'd the roaring waves her shout was 

heard. 
Far distant, like a gloomy whirlwind. Mars - 
Stood on Troy's highest turret, and exclaim'd. 
Cheering the Trojans on with cries of war; 
Or running with swift feet cours'd Simois' banks, 
And steep Callicolone. So the blest 

. D2 
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Of heaven mix'd indiscriminate the hosts, 
Spurring their rage, and havock rang'd it wide. 
The Father of the Deities and men 
Thmider'd from heaven on high. The ocean God 
Heav'd from beneath th' immensity of earth, 
And shook the momitain tops. The roots of Ide 
And all its fomitain«gushing smnmits red'd; 
Troy city and the navy of the Greeks 
Rock'd as in earthquake. Deep beneath the ground 
The Monarch of the dead in darkest hell 
Felt fear, and leap'd afirighted from his throne. 
And shriek'd aloud, lest he that shakes the shores 
Should cleave earth's vault asunder, and the scene 
Of those drear mansicms glare upon the sight 
Of Gods and men: a dismal wilderness, 
Hoary with desolation, which the blest 
Behold, and shuddering turn their eyes away. 
Such clang arose while Gods encountering strove. 
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From the Odyssey, 
THE GROT OF CALYPSO. 



He said; nor did the Messenger of Heaven 
Stand disobedient; but with instant haste 
Bound underneath his feet the sandals, fair, 
Golden, and undeca/d, that waft him o'er 
The sea and o'er th' immeasurable earth 
With the swift-breathing wind. He took tiie rod 
Wherewith at will he soothes the drooping lids 
Of men, or from their startled slumber shakes. 
This in his grasp, the vigorous Argicide ' 
Flew forth; and, hovering o'er Keria's hills, 
Dropp'd from the height of ether in the sea ; 
Then lightly pois'd above the topmost waves 
Skimoi'd, fluttering like a sea-mew, that around 
The desert ocean's spacious bays, in chase 
Of fishes, ever and anon dips quick 
Its pinions in the brine. So Hermes skimm'd 
The multitudinous waves. But, when he reach'd 
That isle remote, he straight ascended up 
From the blue sea, and inland bent his stq>s, 
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Till to the roomy grot he came, where dwdt 
The nymph of beauteous locks, whom there he found 
Sittmg within. Upon the hearth glow'd bright 
A fire wide-blazing; and the curl'd perfume 
Of the deft cedar and die cypress-tree» ^ 
' Red in the flame, &r off the idand fill'd 
With fragrant smoke. She, trilling her sweet voices 
Within the grotto sate, and cross'd the web 
With golden shuttle. Round the cave had grown 
A wood of poplars, flourishing and green, 
Alders, and aromatic cypress-trees. 
There birds of spreading wing had hung their nests; 
The owl, and hawk, and raven of the sea 
Wide-tongued, who finds her calling in the deep; 
And there, around the hollow of the cave, 
A sprouting vine had spread, and ripening blush'd 
With grapes ; and four fresh fountains, side by side^ 
Gushing with limpid waters, branched away 
In twin'd meanders. All around, soft meads 
With verdant parsley bloom'd and violets. 
If an immortal being to diat spot 
Approach'd, although immortal he would gaze 
Admiring, and his spirit thrill with joy: 
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So gaked the Messenger of Heaven, and stood 

In admiration. But wiieh now his mind, 

In wonder rapt, had dwelt on all around. 

He pass'd right onward to the inner space 

Of the broad cave. The nymph divine look'd up^ 

And, as he stObd before her, knew the God. 

For to eaeh other not unknown the Oods 

Immortal meet, though wide remote they dwelL 

Ulysses found he not within the cave: 

He on the shore siate weeping; where, long since 

Pining in thought, with waitings, groans, and 

griefs. 
He look'd upon the desert sea, and tears 
Fast trickled as he gazed. The Goddess nj^ph 
Now questioned Hermes, placing him to sit 
(te variegated seat that bumish'd shone: 
" Wherefore, oh Hermes of the golden rod, 
Com'st thou to me^ august and dear-beloVd! 
Not heretofore my visitant? declare 
What is thy purpose. I am well inclined 
To do thy bidding if the power be n(iinl3, 
Or it be possiblie. But follow me 
Further within the cave, that I may bring 
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Meet entertainment." So the Goddess spoke; 
And placed a table with ambrosia qpread, 
And mix'd the ruby nectar in the cup. 
Then ate and drank the Messenger of Heaven: 
But his repast now ended, and his soul* 
Re&esh'd with food, he answering spake, and said: 
« Demand'st thou, Goddess, why a God becomes 
TTiy visitor? without a fallacy. 
Since thou commandest, will I frame my speech* 
Jove bade me hither with no will of mine. 
Who willingly would traverse the salt sea 
Immeasurably spread, no city near 
Of men who sacrifice and slay to Gods 
Choice hecatombs ? But not the will of Jove, 
Or other God, may we or circumvent 
Or frustrate. Then he saith, that in thy bower 
Thou dost detain that man of all the Greeks 
Who most hath suffered, of all other men 
That fought around Troy city. Nine long years 
They fought, and in the tenth they razed the town, 
Embark'd, and homeward sailed ; but on their way 
Sinn'd against Pallas. She before them raised 
An adverse wind and mighty waves. There all 
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The valiant comrades of Ulysses sank 

And perish'd ; him the wafting wiikd and wave 

Drove to this isle. Thou art commanded straight 

And with all haste to send him free away. 

It is not'&ted for him here to die 

Far from his friends; but it is destined yet 

That he shall see the faces of his friends, 

And reach his lofty mansion and the soil 

Of his own country." TTius he said : the nymph, 

Divine Calypso, shudder'd, and address'd 

These rapid words : " Severe ye are, ye Gods ! 

And o'er all beings envious ; for ye grudge 

The Goddesses to share their bed with men. 

Whatever Goddess openly shall choose 

The partner of her bed. TTie Gods who live 

Serenely, without care, yet envious saw 

The rosy-finger'd Goddess of the mom 

When she embraced Orion. Him at length 

Chaste Dian, gold^ti-throned, with her smooth darts 

Stealing upon him, in Ortygia slew. 

And thus when Ceres of the lovely locks 

Obejr'd her passion, and lasion clasp'd 

In the thrice-&l]ow'd fields not long was Jove 
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Stranger 



With the pale lightmng. So, ye Gods ! am I 
Tlie object of your envy, for that now 
I haye approach'd the arms of mortal man. 
Yet it is I that saved him, I that sscted 
This man of Greece while clinging to the ked 
Alone, when Jove had deft his rapid ship 
With lightning flash amidst the black'ning sea. 
His brave companions perish'd; him the wave 
And wafting wind bore hither. I have loved 
The man, and nourish'd him ; and pledged my word 
Tliat I would gift him with immortal life, 
And all his days of life with bloom of youth. 
But since we may not frustrate, nor in aught 
By circumvention counteract the will 
Of JEffs-bearer Jove or other God, 
Let him depart, since Jove himself commands 
And urges, o'er the barren waste of sea. 
I shall not send him hence: no ships are mine 
Fitted with oars, nor crew to row him hence 
O'er the broad surface of the deep. My words 
Of counsel shall be his ; nor will I hide 
Whate'er may homeward speed his safe return." 
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The Messenger of Heaven again addressed 
His speech: ^^ So send him hence; regard the 

wrath 
Of Jupito*, lest haply he reserve 
Ai^r against thee iti the after-time." 

So said the Argicide and pass'd away. 
But Jove's hi^ mandate heard, the nymph augu^ 
Went forth and sought Ulysses great of heart. 
She found him sitting on the shore; his eyes 
Were never cbried from weeping, his sweet life 
With longings of return pined slow away. 
The nymph no longer charmed him ; but by night. 
He slept, compelled within the hollow grot. 
Reluctant by a willing paramour: 
By day he sate on rocks and on the sands, 
His spirit Vom with wailings, groans, and gri^ 
And look'd upon the desert sea, while tears 
Fast trickled as he gazed. The Goddess nymph 
Stood at his side, and thus address'd her speech : 
** Unhappy one ! no longer ling'ring here 
Bewail thyself, nor let thy life consume 
Away, for I i^all shortly send thee hence. 
Now come, and hew thee planks, and join with brass 
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The roomy bark, and fix the decks aloft. 
That it may bear thee o'er the sable sea; 
For I will stow therein the wheaten flour. 
Fresh water, and the cheering ruddy wine^ 
That famine come not nigh thee. Garments warm 
Shall wrap thee round; and I will send a breeze 
Fair-blowing firom this isle, that thou ina/st reach 
Thy country's shores in safety : so the Gods 
But will it who inhabit yon broad heaven; 
Whose knowledge all-disceming passes mine." 

She said: the brave and much-enduring man 
Shudder'd, and thus in rapid words replied: 
** Some other purpose hast thou, nymph! in this 
Than my dismissal; since thou bid'st me pass 
In a small bark th' enormous breadth of sea, 
Fearful and arduous, which adapted ships 
Pass not, though swift and cheer'd with gales firom 

heaven. 
Nor will I, though in thy despite, ascend 
The bark, unless thou swear a mighty oath. 
That no fer difierent purpose in thy will 
Be lurking, which may work me pain and woe." 

He said: the noUe nymph. Calypso, smiled, 
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And smoothed him with her hand, and soft ex- 

V 

claim'd : 
^^ Nay, thou art naught; thy cautious arts not few. 
What are these words ' that thou art moVd in 

thought 
To utter ? Hear me. Earth ! and Heaven above ! 
And nether-gUding Styx! that greatest oath. 
Most dreadful to the blessed Deities! 
I hide no purpose that may work thee woe. 
So thinking and so counselling I speak, 
As I in pressing need should for myself 
Both think and counsel. Upright is my soul; 
Nor is the heart I bear within my breast 
A heart of iron but compassionate." 

So spake the heavenly nymph, and trod the path 
Nimbly before him: close upon her steps 
He followed. To the inner cavern came 
The Goddess and the man. There sate he down 
On the same seat whence Hermes late had risen. 
The nymph before him placed whatever food 
Or jyeversge mortal man may drink or ieat. 
Then she herself sate down, fiill opposite 
Noble Ulysses. Her the damsels serv'd 
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With nectar and ambrosia. So they stretch'd 

Their hands and of the cates prepared partook^ 

'nil both now satisfied with food and drink, 

The Goddess nymph, Calypso, thus hepok : 

*^ Noble Laertes' son, of crafty wit, 

Ulysses I wilt thou th^a indeed depart. 

And instantly, to thy bdioved home 

And country? yet b^one and &re thee well! 

But if thou knew'st within thy secret mind 

The measure of ^idurance, which thy &te 

Decrees thee yet to fill, or ere thou reach 

Thy native shor^, thou surely would'st remain 

With me, and keep this mansion, and be made 

Immortal; howsoe'er diou languishest 

To see thy wife again, for whom desire 

Absorbs thee day by day. Yet may I boast, 

I yield not to Penek^ in form 

Nor in complexion; since it ill beseems 

A mortal fiilr-one to contend in shape 

Or comely visage with immortal nymphs.'' 

Tlie wise Ulysses thus his answer fi'amed: 

^^ Majestic Goddess ! let not thy disdain 

Be kindled into anger. Well I know 
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That my Penelope must yield to thefe 

In comely visage and in presence tall. 

She is a mortal, thou immortal art, 

Nor age thy bloom shall wither. Not the less 

I wish from day to day and languish still 

To hail my home once more, and see the hour 

Of my return. But if some God again 

Should fdunge me shipwreck'd in the sable sea, 

I shaU endure it, bearing in my breast 

A spirit sted'd to suffering. In time past 

Already I have suffer'd much, and much 

Endured in battle and upon the waves: 

If this must crown my hardships, let it be.'' 

He said: the sun now set, and darkness feUL 
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ULYSSES 

DISCOVBRINO HIMSBLP TO HIS PATHBR. 



\^ITHIN the well-laid orchard all alone 
' He found his &ther digging with his spade 
Around a plant He was unseemly dad 
In coarse patch'd tunic, and had stitch'd him boots 
Of hides to fence his 1^ from tearing thorns; 
And 'gainst the brambles he had sheath'd his hands 
In gloves. Upon his head he wore a cap 
Of goat's hair, and he fed some inward grief. 
When brave Ulysses tried in sufiPerings saw 
And recognis'd his father, worn with age, 
While a great sorrow on his spirits weigh'd, 
He stood beneath a pear-tree's lofty boughs 
And dropp'd a tear. Then musing he revolVd 
Within his mind and heart if he should kiss 
Ahd clasp his father, and in order tell 
By what events he reach'd his country's shores, 
Or first with questions prove him. Till while thus 
He tum'd it in his thoughts it better pleas'd 
With cutting words to try the old man's heart; 
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And so considering brave Ulysses went 
Straight to his &ther. He with head boVd down 
Dug round about the plaiit. His noble son 
Stood near him and addressed himself in speech: 
<^ Old man ! no want of skill is thine to tend 
This garden, for thy care appears throughout; 
No plant, no fig-tree^ vine, nor olive-tree. 
Pear-tree^ nor bed, escape thy culturing hand 
In all the garden. I would something add, 
Nor let thy anger rise at this my speech. 
This carefidness becomes thee not: thy age 
Is heavy on thee ; thou dost seem in plight 
Hl-fevour'd, and thy garb uncomely shows. 
Good sooth, from no complaint of idle heed 
Thy lord neglects thee thus; nor art thou mean 
To look upon, nor servile in thy form 
Or stature; rather like a king, like one 
Who, having bathed and eaten, should repose 
Softly, the custom due for aged men. 
But come, I pray thee, tell me, and with truth. 
Whom servest thou? whose garden dost thou keep? 
And tell me too that I may surely know 
If this the land which I have reach'd indeed 

VOL. I. £ 



60 SPECIMEKS OF tlEtX CLASSIC POETS. 

Be Ithaca? as he the fit^t t met 
Has uAd me, but a man of what he kb^w 
Sparing; mtt had he pati^^e to discldiie 
All that I Wish'd, or listen to the dr^ 
O^ what I iK&k'd c(^cerliing one my gttdst^ 
If yet he lite or lie within the g^av«. 
But I will t^ it t^ee; vouchsafe thine eafy 
And hear me. In my native land I once 
Received Within my house a man, than whom 
No stranger more bdoved £rom distant paHs 
E'er cross'd my tjhreshold, and he named his rsci 
Of Ithaea, Laertes as his sire. 
Him did I entertain and feast with love^ 
And spared not cost, for I had store within* 
I gave him too^ as fittings many gifts 
In hospitaUe pledge; seven talents coin'd 
Of gold well-minted, and a goblet iram^ed 
Entire of silver and enchased with flowers; 
Twelve single mantles, and as many robes 
Broider'd with divers colours; twelve fair cloiks 
With tunics fitted; and, abote the rest, 
Four cbtinAy women in embroidery skill^d^ 
Free from a iBildt, which he himself might choose." 



i 
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The father melting into tears replied: 

<^ OhstrxuQgart thuoa in truth hast readt'd the soiji 

Of which thou queertionesti but shameless men. 

And violent in wrong, possess the land. 

The ffOs thou ^vest in th j bounteous mood 

Were giveu in yainu If thou hadst found him here 

Alive, amidst the people of our isle, 

He would have sent thee hence with ami^e gifts 

Requited hospitably, as beseems 

One who, himself a guest, hath so received 

Of ho^itaUe gifi& But tell me now:. 

And truly tell, how many years bavf pa^ 

Since diat when he thou namest, even my son^ 

Became thy guest? thy wretdied guest, my son ! 

If k li^re he^ jU-&ted, whom, remote 

From firiends and couulry, fishes ha^e devoured 

Amidst the deep, or he hath been the food 

Of beasts and ravening birds upon the sborci. 

Nor they who gave hws li£^ have w^t beside 

His corse, anointied for llie burial rite ; 

Nor wim Peneiope, his high«>doiHer'd wift^ 

Has neum'd hear fausbaod 0n his nuptial bed 

With seemly grief, nor closed iiis <eyes, die last 

£ 2 
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Sad honour of theT dead. And tell me too, 
That I may surely know, what man art thou? 
Whence? from what city? who thy parents are? 
Say in what anchorage the ship is moor'd 
That bore thee swiftly hither, and the rest 
Thy noble friends; or in another's bark 
Camest thou passenger, and have th^ gone 
And left thee here behind ?" Then answering spake 
Cra&y Ulysses : " I will tell thee true : 
I am from Alybas, and there reside 
In splendid mansions, king Aphydas' son. 
My name Eperitus. Some adverse God 
Wide from Sicania drove me and compelled 
Reluctant hither; but my ship is moor'd 
Fast by the strand at distance from the town. 
Five years have roll'd their circles o'er his head, 
Since that Ulysses parted from my land. 
Unhappy man ! yet as he went his way 
Birds of good augury appear'd in flight 
Propitious; so in joy I sent him thence; 
He too had joy departing, and the hope 
Was in his mind that he should interchange 
My hospitality, and grace me here 
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With splendid gifts." He safd; but then a cloud 
Of blackest sorrow on Laertes fell. 
With both his hands he snatch'd the burning dust 
And strew'd it on his hoary head, ajQd groan'd 
Deep from his heart. Ulysses' soul was moved 
Within him, and the sharp and throbbing breath 
Thrill'd to his nostrils as he look'd upon 
The &ther whom he loved. Sudden he leap'd- 
Upon his neck, and kiss'd and clasped him round, 
And cried, " I, I am he, my very self. 
He whom thou seek'st, my father! I am come 
In twentieth year of abjsence to my land. 
But come, refrain from weeping and lament, 
And I will tell thee; for the utmost haste 
Is urgent on us. I have slain ev'n now 
The suitors in our palace, and avenged 
Their evil deeds and spirit-galling wrongs." 

Laertes answering spoke: ^^ If thou indeed 
Be that Ulysses, if thou be my son 
R^tum'd, give now some open sign, that so 
It may convince me." Thien in answer spake 
The wise Ulysses: " First observe the scar 
Which, on the mount Parnassus passing forth, 
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A boar inflicted with his ivory tusk. 
My venerable mother and thyself 
Had sent me to her sire Autolicus, 
To take the gifts which, when he hither came, 
My grandsire promised smiling in consent 
Come now, and I will name the trees which once 
Within this well-laid orchard thou didst give 
Thy young Ulysses. For I ask'd them each 
When yet a boy, and rambling at thy side 
Within the garden. Through the very ranks 

» 

Of trees we walk'd, and thou didst name them alL 
Thirteen with pears were laden that thou gavest, 
With apples ten, and forty hung with figs; 
And thou distinctly said'st that thou would'st give 
Yet fifty rows of vines, and each was fiiU 
Of clusters ; every kind of grape was there 
When Jove's kind seasons weigh'd the tendrils 

down." 
He said; the old man's knees sank under him, 
And his heart melted, for he recognised 
The signs Ulysses told. Round his dear son 
He cast his arms. The brave long-suffering chief 
Drew him with joy half-lifeless to his breast 
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From the Hymns, 
PART OF THE HYMN TO APOLLO. 



ri iNE days and nights Latona proved the pains 

Of hopeless labour ; but within the isle 

The best of (joddesses stood near with aid. 

Rhea, Dione, Tliemis searching truth, 

And Amphitrite of the murmuring sea. 

And aU the &ir Immortals,' her except 

Of snow-white arms ; for Juno sate apart 

Within the palace of Cloud-gatherer Jove. 

Ahxie Ludna, speeder of the throes. 

Knew not the coming birth. She also sate 

Upon Olympus' summit underneath 

The golden clouds, by Juno's wile, who there 

J)etain'd her ; aivious that the &ir of locks, 

Latona* ahould bring forth a noble son 

And valiant Thai from the well-planted isle 

Those Goddesses sent Iris to conduct 

Ludna thither; pronu^ing^ as gift, 

A weighty necklaco stnmg with threads of gold, 
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Nine cubits length. They bade her stealthily 
Call forth Lucina; lest the white-arm'd Queen 
Should after turn her by insidious words. 
And so avert her coming. Iris heard. 
And fleet, wind-footed, pass'd with running speed 
Away, and swiftly cross'd the middle space. 
^ When to the dwelling of the Gods she came^ 
The steep Olympus, quickly to the gate 
She called Lucina; and with winged speech 
Told all th' Olympian Goddesses had said, 
And moved the heart within her by the words 
Of soft persuasion. So they came like doves, 
With fearful fluttering steps; and as the feet 
Of the birth-speeding Goddess touch'd the isle. 
The labour seiz'd Latona, and her hour 
Was come. Around a palm-tree's stem she threw 
Her linked arms, and press'd her bowed knees 
On the soft meadow: Earth beneath her smiled. 
And Phoebus leap'd to light. The Goddesses 
Scream'd in their joy. There, oh thou archer 

God! 
Those Goddesses imbathed thee in fair streams 
With chaste and pure immersion, swathing thee 
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With new-wove mantle^ white, of delicate folds, 
Clasp'd with a golden belt. His mother's milk 
Fed not Apollo of the golden sword ; 
But Themis with immortal hands infused 
Nectar and bland Ambrosia. Then rejoiced 
Latona that her boy had sprung to light, 
Valiant, and bearer of the bow; but when, 
Oh Phcebus! thou hadst tasted with thy lips 
Ambrosial food, the golden swathes no more 
Withheld thee panting, nor could bands restrain; 
But every ligament was snapt in scorn. 
Straight did Apollo stand in Heaven, and face 
Th* Immortals : "Give me," cried the boy, " a harp 
And bending bow; and let me prophesy 
To mortal man th' unerring will of Jove." 
Far-darting Phcebus of the flowing hair 
Down from the broad-track'd mountain pass'd, 

and all 
Those Goddesses look'd on in ravish'd awe; 
And all the Delian isle was heap'd with gold. 
So gladdened by his presence, the fair son 
Of Jove and of Latona. For he chose 
That island as his home o'er every isle 
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Or continent, and loved it in his souL 
It flourifih'd like a mountain, when its tcp 
Is hid with flowering blossoms of a wood* 

God of the silver bow, far-darting King ! 
Thou too hast trod the craggy Cynthus' heighti^ 
And sometimes wander'd to the distant isles 
And various haunts of men ; and many fimes 
Are thine, and groves thick set with ^oomy trees: 
Thine all the caverns, and the topmost difi 
, Of lofty mountains, and sea-rolling streams. 
But still, oh Phcebus! in the Ddian isU 
Thy heart delighteth most. Th' lonians there 
In trailing robes before thy temple throng. 
With their young children and their modest 

wives; 
And mindful of thy honour charm thee then 
With cestus combats, and with bounding dance, 
And song, in stated contest At the sight 
Of that Ionian crowd a man would say 
That all were blooming with immortal youth: 
So looking on the gallant mien of all. 
And ravishing his mind while he beheld 
The fair-form'd men, the women with broad zone 
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Gracefully girt, their rapid sailing shi^ 
And pomp of all their opulence; and more 
Than all, that mightier miracle, whose praise 
Shall still imperishable bloom, the maids 
Of Delos, priestesses of him who darts 
His rays around the world. Apollo first 
They glorify with hymnings, and exalt 
Latona's and the quiver'd Dian's name. 
Then in their songs record the men of old. 
And famous women, soothing with the strain 
The listening tribes of mortals ; for their voice 
Can imitate the modulated sounds 
Of various human tongues, and each would say 
Himself were speaking. Such their aptitude 
Of flexile accents and melodious speech. 

Hail, oh Latona ! Dian ! Phoebus ! hail ! 
And hail, ye charming damsels, and farewell ! 
Bear me hereaf):er in your memories; 
And should some stranger, worn with hardships, 

touch 
Upon your island and inquire, " What man, 
Oh mfddens ! lives among you as the bard 
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Of sweetest song, and most enchants your ear? ^ 
Then answer for me all, " Om* sweetest bard 
'' Is the blind man of Chios' rocky isle/' 



flestotv. 



HESIOD. 

Bef. Ch. 800. 



THB060NY, OR GENERATION OF GODS. 

WORKS AND DAYS. 

SHIELD OF HERCULES. 

EngUih Trantlaton : 
CHAPMAN, COOKE, "KLTOW. 



jHesiodus AscBiEus, or the Ascrsean, has left 
us some biographical particulars of himself in his 
writings. We learn that his &ther, in distressed 
circumstances, emigrated from Cuma in foliate 
Ascra, a village in Boeotia, at the foot of Mount 
Helicon ; that he had a law-suit with his brother 
PerseS) who obtained the chief share of the patri- 
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mony by bribing the judges; and that he had 
once crossed the strait of Euripus to the isle of 
Eubcea, on occasion of a poetical contest, and 
won a tripod as the prize^ which he dedicated 
to the Muses of Helicon. It has been pretended, 
on the faith of a clumsy &brication of the age 
of Adrian, that his competitor was Homer; -but 
Cicero considers Homer as preceding Hesiod by 
several ages. 

The poems of Hesiod contain those curious 
legends of mythologized history, which are found 
in the ancient theologies of all nations, and which 
bear a striking afiinity to the records of Sacred 
Scripture. Such are, the origin of labour through ' 
the instrumentality of woman, the concealment 
of the children of Heaven in a dark cave, and the 
ulUnipt of a giant with many voices to usmp a 
universal empire over Gods and men. The dry 
titles of these poems, and certain homely ddlaik 
in the poems themselves, have repelled curiosity; 
but diey are assuredly mistakea, who entertain a 
notion tliat his poetry is little else than a nomen- 
clature of Grods, and a string df saws and proverbs. 
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Voltaire thought the Pandora of Hesiod superior 
in elegance to any thing of the kind in Homer. 
To Hesiod, Ovid is indebted for his ages, Virgil 
for his conception of a poem on husbandry, and 
Milton for his battle of Angels; and from the 
beautiful moral allegories in ^^ the Works and 
Days," has arisen the well-known apologue of 
Hercules, Sloth and Virtue. 
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Fntm the Worfa and De^t, 
CREATION OF PANDORA. 



X HE food of man in deep concealment lies, 
The angry Gods have veil'd it from our eyes. 
Else had one day bestow'd sufficient, cheer, 
And though inactive fed thee through the year. 
Then might thy hand have laid the rudder by. 
In black'ning smoke for ever hung on high; 
Then had the labouring ox foregone the soil. 
And patient mules had found reprieve from toil. 
But Jove conceal'd our food, incensed at heart 
Since mock'd by wise Prometheus' wily art. 
Sore ills to man devised the Heavenly Sire, 
And hid the shining element of fire. 
Prometheus, then, benevolent of soul. 
In hollow reed the spark recovering stole, 
Cheering to man, and mock'd the God whose gaze 
Serene rejoices in the lightning's rays. 

VOL. I. p 
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<^ Oh son of Japhet ! with indignant heart 
Spake the Cloud-gatherer ; oh unmatched in art I 
Exultest thou in this the flame retriev'd^ 
And dost thou triumph in the God deceived? 
But thou, with the posterity of man, 
Shalt rue the fraud whence mightier ills b^an: 
I will send evil for thy stealthy fire, 
An ill which all shall love, and all doure." 
The Sire who rules the earth loid iw»ys the 
pole 
Had said, and laughter fiU'd bis secret soul. 
He bade the crippled God his best obey» 
And mould with tempering water plastic day; 
Imbreathe the human voice within her breast, 
With firm-strung nerves th' elastic limbB invest: 
Her aspect fair as Goddesses above, 
A virgin's likeness with the brows of love. * 
He bade Minerva teach the skill that dies 
The web with colours as the shuttle flies: 
He call'd the magic of love's charming quecai 
To breathe around a witchery of mien : 
Then plant the rankling stings of keen desire, 
And cares that trick the limbs with prank'd attire; 
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Bade Hermes last impart the craft refined * 
Of thievish mannei^ and a shamekss mind. 

He gives command, th' inferior pow^s obey. 
The crippled artist moulds the tempered clay: 
A maid's coy image rose at Jove's behest; 
Minerva clasp'd the zone, diffused the vest; 
Adored Persuasicm and the Graces young 
Her taper'd limbs with golden jewels hung; 
Round her smooth brow the beanteous^-tressed 

Hours 
A garland twined of Spring's purpureal flowers; 
The whole attire Minerva's graceful art, 
Disposed, adjusted, form'd to every part; 
And last the winged herald of the skies, 
Slayer of Argus, gave the gift of lies ; 
Gave trickish manners, honey'd words instill'd, 
As he that rolls the deep'ning thunder will'd: 
Then by the featber'd messenger of Heaven, 
The name Pandora to the maid was given: 
For all the Gods conferred a gifted grace 
To crown this mischief of the mortal race. 

The Sire commands the winged herald bear 

f 

The finish'd nym{A, th' inexIricaUe snare: 

f2 



68 SPECIMENS OF THE. CLASSIC POETS. 

To Epimetheus was the present brought; 
Prometheus' warning vanished from bis thought: 
That he disclaim each offering from the skies. 
And straight restore, : lest ill to man arise. 
But he received, and conscious knew too late 
Th' insidious gift, and felt the curse of fete. 
On earth of yore the sons of men abode 
From evil free and labour's galling load; 
Free from diseases that with racking rage 
Precipitate the pale decline of age. 
Now swift the days of manhood haste away, 
And misery's pressure turns the temples gray. 
The woman's hands an ample casket bear: 
She lifts the lid — she scatters ills in air, 
Hope sole remain'd within, nor took her flight, 
Beneath the vessel's verge conceal'd from light: 
Or ere she fled, the maid, advised by Jove, 
Seal'd fast th' unbroken cell, and dropp'd the Ud 

above, 
Issued the rest in quick dispersion hurl'd. 
And woes innumerous roam'd the breathing world : 
With ills the land is ftill, with ills the sea; 
Diseases haunt our frail humanity: 
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Self-wandering through the noon, the night, they 

glide, 
Voiceless — a voice the power all-wise denied: 
Know then this awful truth — ^it is not given 
T* elude the wisdom of omniscient Heaven. 
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DI8PKNSATIONS OF PROVIDENCE 

TO THE JUST AND THE VNJVST, 



W iTH crooked judgments, lo ! the oath's dread 

God 
Avenging runs, and tracks them where they trod. 
Rough are the ways of Justice as the sea, 
Dragg'd to and fro by men's corrupt decree: 
Bribe-pamper'd men ( whose hands perverting 

draw 
The right aside and warp the wrested law. 
Though, while corruption on their sentence waits, 
They thrust pale Justice from their haughty gates; 
Invisible their steps the Virgin treads. 
And musters evils o'er their sinful heads. 
She with the dark of air her form arrays, 
And walks in awfiil grief the city ways ;' 
Her wail is heard, her tear upbraiding falls 
O'er their stain'd manners, their devoted walls. 
But they who never from the right have stray'd, 
Who as the citizen the stranger aid; 
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They and their cities flourish; genial Peace 
DwelLi in their borders, and their youth increase; 
Nor Jove, whose radiant eyes behold a£sur 
Hangs forth in Heaven the signs of grievous war. 
Ncn* dearth nor scaih the upright just piursues ; 
Feasts all their core; while earth abundance 

rtrew8« 
Rich are their mountain oaks: the topmost tree 
The acorns fill; its trunk the hiving bee: 
Their sheep with fleeces pant : their women's race 
Refiact bckh parents in the ilifont £ace : 
Still flourish they, nor tempt with ships the main ; 
The fruits of earth are pour'd from dVery plain. 

But a'er the wicked race, to whom belolig. 
The thilught of evil and the deed- of wrongs 
Satmmian Jove, of wide beholding eyes^ 
Bids the dikrk signs of retiibuti<^ rise: 
And ofl the crimes of one destructive fid}, 
Tb^ crianea <if one sore visited on sdOL 
The God sende dowki his angry fdagoes firom fa%b, 
Famine and pestilerice; in heaps they die : 
He smites with baarreimess the marriage bed^ > 
And generations moulder with the^wl:' 
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Again in vengeance of his wrath he feUs 

On their great hosts, and breaks their tottering 

walls; 
Scatters their ships of war; and where the sea 
Heares high its mountain billows, there is he. 
Ponder, oh judges ! in your inmost thou^bt 
The retribution by his vengeance wrought. 
Invisible the Gods are ever nigh. 
Pass through the midst and bend th' all-seeitig 

eye: 
The men who grind the poor, who wrest the right, 
Awless of Heaven's revenge, are naked to their 

sight. 
For thrice ten thousand holy Demons rove 
This breathing world, the delegates of Jove. 
Guardians of man, their glance alike surveys 
The upright judgments, and th' unrighteous ways^ 
A virgin pure is Justice, and her birth 
August from him, who rules the Heavens and earth : 
A creature glorious to the Gods on high, 
Whose mansion is yon everlasting sky. 
Driven by despiteful wrong she takes her seat, 
« In lowly grief, at Jove's eternal feet. 
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% 

There of the soul unjust her plaints ascend ; 
So rue the nations when their kings offend: 
When, uttering wiles and brooding thoughts of ill. 
They bend the laws and wrest them. to their will. 
Oh! gorged with gold, ye kingly judges, hear! 
Make straight your paths ; your crooked jiidg^ 

ments fear; 
That the foul record may no more be seen. 
Erased, forgotten, as it ne'er had been! 
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DESCRIPTION OP WINTER. 



OEWAXt the January months beware 
Those hortfiil days, that keenly piercing air 
Which flays the herds; when icicles are cast 
O'er the froze earth, and sheathe the nipping blast 
From courser-lnreeding Thrace coined rushing forth 
O'er the broad sea the whirlwind of the North, 
And moves it with his breath: the ocean floods 
Heave, and earth bellows through her wild of 

woods. 
Full many an oak of lofty leaf he fells, 
And strews with thick-branch'd pines the moun- 
tain dells: 
He stoops to earth: the crash is heard around; 
The depth of forestjs rolls the roar of sound. 
The beasts their cow'ring tails with trembling fold, 
And shrink and shudder at the gusty cold; 
Thick is the hairy coat, the shaggy skin, 
But that all-chilling breath shall pierce within. 
Not his rough hide can then the ox avail; 
The long-hair'd goat defenceless feels the gale: 
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Yet Vain the north wind's milling strength to 

wound 
The flock) with sheltering fleeces fenced around. 
He bows the old man crook'd bene»th the-stoirm;; 
But spares the soft-skinn'd virgin's tender fonn. 
Screen'd by her mother's roof on wintry nights, 
And strange to golden Venus' mystic rites, 
The suppling waters of the bath she swims, 
With shining ointment, sleeks her dainty limbs : 
Within her chamber laid on downy bed, 
While winter howls in tempest o'er her head* 

Now gnaws the boneless polypus his feet, 
Starv'd midst bleak rocks, his desolate retreat: 
For now no more the sim with gleaming ray 
Through seas transparent lights him to his prey. 
O'er the swarth .£thiop rolls his bright career, 
And slowly gilds the Grecian hemisphere. 
And now the homed and unhomed kind. 
Whose lair is in the wood, sore-fkmish'd grind 
Their sounding jaws, and, chill'd and quaking, fly 
Where oaks the mountain dells imbranch on high : 
They seek to couch in thickets of the glen, 
Or lurk deep-shelter'd in the rocky den. 
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Like aged men who, propp'd on cmtches, tread 
Tottering with broken strength and stocqnng head; 
So move the beasts of earth, and, creeping lowy 
Shun the white flakes and dread the drifting foiow^ 



* 
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Ftwn the Tfieogony. 
BATTLE OF THE GIANTS. 



All on that day stirr'd up th' enonnpus strife, 
Female and male; Titanic Gods, and sons 
And daughters of old Saturn; and that band 
Of giant brethren, whom from forth th* abyss 
Of darkness under earth deliverer Jove 
Sent up to light : grim forms and strong with force 
Gigantic ; arms of hundred-handed gripe 
Burst from their shoulders; fifty heads up-sprang 
Cresting their muscular limbs. They thus opposed 
In dismal conflict 'gainst the Titans stood. 
In all their sinewy hands wielding aloft 
Precipitous rocks. On th' other side alert 
The Titan phalanx closed; then hands of strength 
Join'd prowess and show'd forth the works of war. 
Th' immeasurable sea tremendous dash'd 
With roaring, earth resounded, the broad Heaven 
Groan'd shattering; huge Olympus reel'd through* 

* 

out 
Down to its rooted base beneath the rush 
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Of those immortals. The dark chasm of hell 
Was shaken with the trembling, with the tramp 
Of hollow footsteps and strong battle-strokes; 
And measureless uproar of wild pursuit. 
So they against each other through the air 
Hurl'd iutermix'd their weapons, scattering groans 
Where'er they fell The voice of armies rose 
With rallying shout through the starr'd firmament, 
And with a mighty war-cry both tlie hosts 
Encountering closed. Nor longer then did Jo?e 
Curb down his force, but sudden in his soul 
There grew dilated strength, and it was fill'd 
With his omnipotence ; his whole of might 
Broke from him, and the godhead rush'd abroad. 
The vaulted sky, the mount Olympus, flash'd 
With his continual presence, for he pass'd 
Incessant forth and lightened where he trod. 
Thrown from his nervous grasp the lightnings flew 
Reiterated swift, the whirling flash 
Cast sacred splendour, and the thunderbolt 
Fell. Then on every^ side the foodiul earth 
Roar'd^in the burning flame, and far and near 
The trackless depth of forests crash'd with fire. 
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Yea, the broad earth bum'd red, the floods of Nile 
Glow'd, and the desert waters of the sea. 
llound and around the Titans' earthy forms 
Roll'd the hot vapour, and on fiery surge 
Stream'd upward swathing in one boundless blaze 
The purer air of Heaven. Keen msh'd the light 
In quivering splendour from the writhen flash; 
Strong though they were, intolerable smote 
Their orbs of sight, and with bedimming glare 
Scorch'd up their blasted vision. Through the gulf 
Of yawning Chaos the supernal flame 
Spread mingling fire with darkness.. But to see 
With human eye, and hear with ear of man. 
Had been as on a time the Heaven and earth 
Met hurtling in mid-air, as nether earth 
Crash'd from the centre, and the wreck of Heaven 
Fell ruining from high. Not less, when Gods 
Grappled with Gods, the shout and clang of arms 
Commingled, and the tumult roar'd from Heaven. 
The whirlwinds were abroad, and hollow arous'd 
A shaking and a gathering dark of dust. 
Crushing the thunders from the clouds of air, 
Hot thunderbolts and flames, the fieiy darts 
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Of Jove ; and in the midst of either host 
They bore upon their blast the cry confused 
Of battle, and the shouting. For the din 
Tumultuous of that sight-appaQing strife 
Rose without bound. Stem strength of hardy proc^ 
Wreak'd there its deeds till weary sank the war. 
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From the Shield of Hercules, 
COMBAT OF HERCULES AND CY6NU8. 



Xhsn, truly, from their close-compacted cars, 
Instant as thought, they leap'd to earth; the son 
Of kingly Mars, the son of mighty Jove. 
Aside, though not remote, the charioteers 
The coursers drove of flowing manes. But then , 
Beneath the trampling sound of rushing feet 
The broad earth sounded hollow; and as rocks, 
From some high mountain-top precipitate, 
Lei^ with a bound, and o'er each other whirl'd, 
,Sho€k in the dizzying fall; and many an oak 
Of lofty branch, pine-tree, and poplar, deep 
Of root, are crush'd beneath them as their course 
Rapidly rolls impetuous to the plain; 
So met these foes encountering, and so burst 
Their mighty clamour. Echoing loud throughout 
The city of the Mjrrmidons gave back 
Their lifl;ed voices, and lolchos famed. 
And Ame, and Anthea's grass-girt walls, 
And Helice. Thus with amazing shout 
VOL. z. a 
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They join'd in battle. All-considering Jove 
Then greatly thunder'd; from the clouds of heaven 
He cast forth dews of blood, and signal thus 
Of onset gave to his high-daring son. 

As in the mountain thickets the wild b<MU% 
Grim to behold, and arm'd with jutting fiuig% 
Now with his hunters meditates in wrath 
The conflict, whetting his white tusks aslant; 
Foam drops around his churning jaws, his eyes 
Show Uke to glimmering fires, and o'er his neck. 
And roughen'd back, he raises up erect 
The starting bristles; fitrni the chariot whirl'd 
By steeds of war such leap'd the son of Jov©. 

'Twas in that season when, on some green bough 
High-perch'd, the dusky-wing'd cicada first 
Shrill chants to man a summer note : his drink, 
His balmy food, the vegetative dew, 
^The livelong day from early dawn he pours 
His voice, what time the sun's exhaustive heat 
Fierce dries the frame : 'twas in that season whcm 
The bristly ears of millet spring with grain 
Which they in summer sow; when the crude grape 
Faint reddens gn the vine which Bacchus gave, 
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The joy or aoguish of the race of men;; 
£Vn in that season join'd the wad^, aJad vast 
The battle^fi tumult rose into tike heavtstt. 
As twh grim lion% for a roebuck slain 
Wroth) in coatentioa ru^, and them betwist 
The sound %t roariog and of dashing teedi 
Ariseth i xat as vukures, cuived of beiak, 
Crooked of talon, oH a ste^y rock 
Contest loud screaxaing ; if percihance b^loW) 
Some monntain<qGiastured goat, or forest sti^ 
Sleek press the plain, Whom far the kuntar-youth 
Kerc'd with fleet arrow from the bowstring shrill 
Dismissed, and elsewhere wander'd, of the spot 
Unknowing; they with keenest heed the prize 
Mark, and, in swooping rage, each other tear 
With bitterest conflict, so vociferous rush'd 
The warriors on each other. Cygnus then, 
Aiming to slay the son of Jupiter, 
Unmatched in strength, against the buckler struck 
His brazen lance; but through the metal plate 
Broke not, the present of a God preserved* 
On th' other side, he of Amphitryon named. 
Strong Hercules, between the helm and shiekl 

62 
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Drove his long spear, and underneath the chin* 
Through the bare neck smote violent and swift 
The murderous ashen beam at once the nerves 
Twain of the neck cleft sheer ; for all the man 
Dropp'd, and his force went from him : down he fell 
Headlong. As falls a thunder-blasted oak. 
Or perpendicular rock, riven by the flash 
Of Jove, in smouldering smoke is hurl'd from high, 
So fell he, and his brass-emblazon'd mail 
Clatter'd around him. Jove's firm-hearted son 
Then left the corse, abandoned where it lay. 



ARCHILOCHUS. 

Bef. Ch. 660. 



Archilochus, the son of Telesicles, was bom 
in the isle of Paros: his genius and his malig- 
nity were equally celebrated, ^lian speaks of him 
as a debauched and shameless character; a coward 
in battle, and an impudent boaster of his cowar- 
dice. Valerius Maximus informs us that " the 
Lacedaemonians ordered the works of Archilo- 
chus to be transported out of their city :. as they 
thought the matter of them indecent and immodest, 
and were loth that the minds of their children 
should imbibe that, which would rather injure 
their morals than improve their genius. They 
therefore punished, by the banishment of his verses, 
one who was their greatest, or next to their 
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greatest, poet ; because he had lashed with obscene 
invectives a femily that was obnoxious to him.'* 
This was the fiunily of Lycambes, who, together 
with one of his daughters, is said to have hanged 
himself in consequence of these de&matory inde- 
cencies. 

Horace mentions Archilochus as the inventor of 
the Iambic foot; which, in the ancient languages, 
possessed a freedom and rapidity &vourable to 
satirical composition. Of the fcffmidabfe htut* 
pDons of this poet, there is nothing >ema»ibg» 
and his fragments are ehiefly of a g^vf-a^ phSb* 
Sophie cast. 



ARCttlLOCHUS. 



EXHORTATION TO FOJITITUDE, 
VNDSR CALAMITY, 



Groans rkre Oft griefis oh Pericles ? not they 
Who fe^ the woe, in wine or feast Are gay. 
The Mk)w rf the many-roaring deep 
Has bonafe these pleasures in its whelming sweep. 
Our grie&swd'n heaarts, now, draw their breath in 

pain; 
Yet blessings, oh my friend ! shall smile again. 
The Gods reserve for seeming-cureless woe 
A balm, lUid antidotes on grief bestow. 
In turn the e&re tind suffering take theiir rounds 
And we now groaning feel the blee£ng Wound : 
Now other breasts the shifting tortures know ; 
Endure; nor droop thus womanish in woe. 
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ON AN ECIilPSE OF THE SUN. 

W OUGHT, now, can pass belief; in Nature's ways 
No strange anomaly our wonder raise. 
Th' Olympian Father hangs a noon-day night 
O'er the sun's disk, and veils its glittering light. 
Fear falls on man. Hence miracles, before 
Incredible, are counted strange no more. 
Stand not amazed if beasts exchange the wood 
With dolphins; and exist amidst the flood; 
These the firm land forsake for sounding waves, 
And those find pleasure in the mountain caves. 



EQUANIMITY. 



ISpiRiT, thou Spirit, Uke a troubled sea. 
Ruffled with deep and hard calamity. 
Sustain the shock : a daring heart oppose : 
Stand firm, amidst the charging spears of foes : 
If conquering, vaunt not in vain-glorious show: 
If conquer'd, stoop not, prostrated in woe : 
Moderate, in joy, rejoice ; in sorrow, mourn : 
Muse on man's lot: be thine discreetly borne. 



TYRTiEUS. 

Bef. Ch. 684. 



WAR ELEGIES. 



ENGLISH translator: polwhelb. 



1 YRTJEUS, the son of Archimbrotus, was bom at 
Miletus, the capital of Ionia ; but was naturaUzed 
in Athens : where he appears to have presided in a 
school of music and poetry, which the Greeks 
studied, not as mere liberal arts, but as honour- 
able and important sciences. It is a common 
tradition, that the Spartans being worsted in the 
Messenian war, consulted the Delphic oracle, 
and were directed to request a general from the 
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Athenians; who, in ridicule, sent them the poet 
Tjnrtaeus. Why this should hare been in ridicule 
is not very apparent, ^schylus, immortal by his 
tragic poetry, was no less fiuned as a warrior in 
the battle of Marathon and the sea fight of Salamis. 
Some account for the soomfiil intention, by suppos- 
ing Tyrtaeus deformed, and blind of an eye : a 
species of military disqualification, which would 
equally have affected Agesilaus and Hannibal. It 
is added, however, that Tyrtseus animated thie 
Spartan soldiers by his martial poetry, to such a 
pitch of enthusiasm, that they, at once, overcame 
the Messenians. In all this, there is not a syllable 
of truth. The process of this poetic influence 
muflt be acknowledged to be somewhat slow, when 
it is considered^ that, after the association o£ Tyr- 
taeus in the command, the l^artans were baffied l^ 
the romantic valour of Aristomenes, for the space 
of deven years: nor did they, at length, obtain 
possession of the fortress of Eira, into which the 
l^rave Messenians had withdrawn themselves, by 
any sudden burst of extraordinary heroism, but 
through the instrumentsdity of a Lacedaemonian 



nkxt^ and a Messenian adsibtess. The fiict prow 
bdbly ifi^ thai Tyrtaeos, Mke all odier i^tbenkRS» 
had borne arma; aDd thai both the studHeet sl^bt, 
and lj»e poetic inspiratioii are equally cMmmcai. 
Tbia is not tbe aolj historical &Ue which meeta 
widh in^licit acqaiescencen It is surpri^ng havir 
the corrupted traditiona oi kter hlstonans^ hav^ in 
$a msaxy instances^ si^rseded the accounts of the 
ancient aimalists; who, Mring nearer to the times, 
must hare beeu more aceuratdy hiSoiFmed of tka 
events which they record, than writers, who listen, as 
h were, to the echoes of tradition; and wbo^ miwa-' 
tSy^ adopt the sangume exaggerations of naticmat 
credulity, or the varnished prejudices of party* 
Thus it has become a received ^Hni<m, that tba 
Athenians, at the battle of Marathon, ran forward 
at the charging step, and, at onee^ Aspersed foid 
destroyed the Persian army. Whereas the Per* 
ffiSans, who are %norantly rq)resented by th^ 
modems as an e£%mmate and incfisciptined rabbl^ 
Kke the degenerate Tiarks, or the feeble Hindoos^ 
actuaBy defeated two divisions of the Athenian 
armyj and drove them np the country: l^u^ 
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being pressed and broken in one of the wings of 
their army, which took refuge in their ships, the 
Athenians became masters . of the field. It is 
equally matter of belief ; of common-place allusion, 
^d £uniliar illustration ; and occupies a conspi- 
cuous paragraph in every abridgement of juvenile 
history, that Xerxes, having lost his whole.army, 
his soldiery, his officers, and his staff*; escaped 
singly himself across the Hellespont, in a fishing 
boat. Whereas, afler deUberately ravaging the 
whole of Greece, . and laying Athens in ashes,, he 
retired, indeed, personally fi*om the contest, on 
the defeat of his fleet by Themistocles ; but he 
Retired with his whole body guard : and he left his 
general Mardonius at the head of the main army, 
consisting of 300,000 men, to prosecute the cam- 
paign ; and he did prosecute it, till he was defeated 
by the confederate Spartan and Athenian forces 
under Pausanias, at the battle of Plataea: when he 
also retreated, and passed into Asia with his army. 
It was therefore by a long, patient, and perse- 
vering warfare, and by a series of well-concerted 
fmd resolute actions, by sea and land ; and not by a 
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sudden, miraculous effort, that the Greeks resisted, 
and repelled the ' Persians : who were a people 
trained and exercised in war, and were respected, 
as such, by the Greeks themselves. 

The compositions remaining of Tyrtaeus breathe 
a high spirit of military honour. The style is 
nervous, and close ; yet easy, and perspicuous. 



N 



TYRTiEUS. 



WAR ELEGY. 



riOT on the lips, nor yet in memory's troee 
Should that man live^ though rapid in the race^ 
And firm in wrestling: though Cyclopian might 
Be his, and fleetness like a whirlwind's fli^t: 
Though than Tithoniis lovelier to behold; 
Xdke Cynaras, or Midas, graced with gold; 
Than Pelop's realm more kingly his domain; 
More sweet his language than Adrastus' strain; 
Not though he boast all else of mortal praise^ 
Yet want the glory of the warrior's bays. 
He is not brave^ who not endures' the sight 
Of blood ; nor, man to man, in closest fight, x 
Sdll pants to press the foe: here bravery liesf 
And here ot human fiune the chiefest prize. 
This noblest badge the youth of honour bean, 
And this the brightest <Htiament he wears. 
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This, as a common good, the state possess, 
And a whole people, here, their safety bless. 
Firm and unyielding, when the armed man 
Still presses on, and combats in the Tan; 
And casts the thought of shameful flight away ; 
And patient-daring, to the perilous fray 
Presents his life and soul; and, with his eye^ 
And voice, exhorts his fellow men to die, 
Here is the warrior found; this, this is bravery. 
He breaks the bristling phalanx from a&r: 
EBs foresight rules the floating wave of war; 
Fallen in the foremost ranks, he leaves a name^ 
His father's glory, and his country's fame. 
All on the front, he bears full many a wound, 
That rived his breast-plate and his buckler's 

round; 
Old men and youths let fall the sorrowing tear, 
And a whole people mourns around his bier. 
Fame decks his tomb, and shall his children grace^ 
And children's children, to their latest race. 
For ne'er his name, his generous glory, dies: . 
Though tomb'd in earth, he shall immortal rise; 
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Who dared, persisting, in the field remain, . 
And act his deeds, till numbered with the slain: 
While charging thousands rush'd, resisting stood^ 
And, for his sons and country, pour'd bis blood. 
But if, escaping the long sleep of death, 
He wins the splendid battle's glorious wreath; 
Him, with fond gaze, gray sires and youths behold, 
And life is pleasant, till his days are old. 
Conspicuous midst the citizens, he wears 
The silver glory of his snowy hairs. 
None 'gainst his peace conspire with shameless hate, 
None seek to wrong the saviour of the state : 
The younger, and his equals, reverent rise; 
His elders quit their seats, with honouring eyes; 
Then, to this height of generous deeds aspire; 
An4 let the soul of war thy patriot bosom fire. 



VOL. I. }I 



SAPPHO. 

Bef. Gk. 610. 



LYRIC REMAINS. 



ENGUSH translators: raaips, fawkes. 



Sappho was a native of Mitylene, a town in the 
isle of Lesbos, in the Mgean sea. The name of 
her fitther is said to have been Scamandronymos; 
that of her mother Cleis. She was married to 
CercolaSf a wealthy inhabitant of the isle of Andros^ 
by whom she had a daughter called Oeis; and 
who left her a widow. She is recorded to have 
had many admirers : among whom are numbered 
Alcseusi the lyric poet of Mitylene, the poets Ar- 

h2 



» c 



100 SPECIMENS OF THE CLASSIC POETS. 

chilochus and Hipponax, and Anacreon : although 
the latter could scarcely have been bom. These 
anecdotes may reasonably be suspected, from the 
circumstance of all her suitors being poets : for al- 
though Dr. GiUies, the learned and elegant histo- 
rian of ancient Greece, indulges the romantic idea 
of Alcseus having been attracted towards Sappho 
by the softness of her voice, I have no &ith in this 
professional sympathy. If this attraction existed, 
I have no doubt that it arose from the beauty or 
graces of her person. Had she not been pos- 
sessed of personal charms, we should have heard 
nothing of the importunities of her lovers. Ovid, 
indeed, makes her call herself brown of complexion 
and low-statured ; but it is a touch of natural co- 
quetry in the lady to depreciate her own charms. 
From the evidence of this very epistle she was, at 
least, a brune piquante : as it appears that Phaon 
was cruel, not from coldness, but ficklene^ ; and 
that he once was sensible of her attractions. 
Her peculiar licentiousness can scarcely have been 
the invention of Ovid : he doubtless took it from 
tradition ; and one of her smaller fragments tends 
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to confirm it : even if we choose to suppose that 
her principal ' ode is written under an assumed 
character. Sappho is said to have " taken a 
lover's leap " into the sea from the promontory 
of Leucas: in disappointment of her passion for 
Phaon: but Athenseus applies the story to 
another Sappho, a minstrel of Eresus in the 
same island. 

Sappho, according to the custom of her age, 
combined the professions of minstrel and poetess : 
and was the first who touched the lyre with a 
quill. She was, also, the inventress of her own 
metre. Her talent was* not confined to amatory 
subjects : she composed a variety of odes, 
elegies, and monodies: nine books of which 
were extant in the time of Horace. Mention 
is made of a satirical piece on her brother Cha- 
raxus, who traded in Lesbian wine to Naucratis 
in ^gypt; and purchased the fireedom of a 
celebrated Thracian courtesan, named Rhodopis, 
or, as some say, Doricha. Sappho was called, 
<< the tenth Muse : " and the Lesbians struck • 
coin with her image. 



102 SPECIlfENS OF THE CXASSIC POETS. 

They, who regard the firagments of Sappho as 
mere loye-songSy degrade her genius* Her 
<^ strain '^ was ^ of a higher mood/ Simpte^ 
vdhementy rich in images, sparing in words^ her 
poetry is the poetry of impulse. In all succeeding 
poets who have written on love, we can trace the 
wit of sentiment, and the finished delicacy of art: 
in Sappho we have a total unconsciousness of 
efibrt; but such is the enthusiaam o( her sensa- 
tions that she has infused sublimity into the aoftaess 
of seimal passion. Longinus has instanced her 
bold selection and association of drcumstancea ia 
the emotions of violent love, as forming the* true 
sublime. He does not, however, specify any pecu- 
liarity in the passion described by Sappho, as dis^ 
tinguishing it from a common passion; and yet I 
am satisfied that these strong emotions have a 
deq)er source. Persons, who have been struck 
with a disproportion of the effects to the causey 
have conceived jealousy to be intended ; but tlus 
seems to me quite an error, into which tliey have 
been led by the mention of the man, who is sup- ' 
posed to sit by the girl ; for it is supposition only : 
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it k a mere figure; and htm not the least sppeat- 
Mice of being pointed at any particular lovei^. It 
is not the sight of the man^ but the smile of the 
girl, that is said to produce this fluttering of the 
heart : nor is this feinting of the spirits likely to 
be occasioned by jealousy, which rather engenders 
a sullen, or malignant, temper of the mind, and 
an angry contortion of the countenance. Longinus 
does not quote the ode as a just description of 
jealous uneasiness, but of ^^ amorous furor : " and 
his expressions are, ^^ All things of this kind 
happen to those who are in love ; but the seizure 
of the chief particulars, and the embodjdng of 
them in one whole, has effected the sublime." 1 
have no doubt that the passion, of which Sappho 
describes the paroxysm, is a passion indulged by 
stealth, and concealed through a sense of giult or 
apprehension. The first line o^ the succeeding 
stanza, which is lost, seems to hint at a dis- 
closure: "Yet must I venture all:" — and I am 
confirmed in my inference, by the traditionary 
story of the physician, who discovered the love 
of Antiochus for his mother-in-law Stratonice, 
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by comparing the eflPects, which her presence 
prodnced on his patient, with the symptoms 
enumerated by Sappho. 



SAPPHO. 



TO A GIRL BELOVED. 



Ihat man is like a God to me 
Who, sitting fiwse to face with thee, 
Shall hear thee sweetly speak, and see 

Thy laughter's gentle blandishing. 

'Tis this astounds my trembling heart: 

I see thee, lovely as thou art: 

My fluttering words in murmurs start, 

My broken tongue is faltering. 

]Vfy flushing skin the fire betra3rs 
That through my blood electric strays: 
My eyes seem darkening as I gaze, 

My ringing ears re-echoing. 

Cold fi*om my forehead glides the dew: 
A shuddering tremour thrills me through: 
My cheek a green and yellow hue; 

All gasping, dying, languishing; 
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ODB TO TENtJS. 



V ENUS ! immortal ! child of Jove ! 
Who sitt'st on painted throne above; 
Weaver of wiles ! oh, let not Love 

Inflict this torturing flanie! 
But haste; ilj once^ my passion's cry 
Drew thee to listen, hasten nigh; 
From golden palaces on high 

Thy hamess'd chariot came. 
O'er shadowy earth, before my sight, 
Thy dainty sparrows wheePd their flight; 
Their balanced wings, in ether's light. 

Were quivering to apd fro. 
The birds flew back: thou, blessed queen! 
Didst smile with heavenly brow serene; 
And ask, what grief the cause had beeuy 

That summon'd thee below? 
What most I wish'd, with doating mind: 
Whom most, seductive, I would bind 
In amoroud nets ; and? ^^ who, unkind. 

My Sappho, wrongs thee now?" 



8A»HO. 107 

** The fugitive shall turn pursuer; 

The vainly woo'd shall prove the wooer: 

The cold shall kned to his undoer, 

Though she disdain his vow/* 
Come, then, now! come ooce agnin! 
Ease my boaom of its p^n ! 
Let me all my wish obtain ! 

Fight my battles tboai 
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INSCRIPTIONS. 



I* 

Xhis dust was Timas: ere her bridal honr 
She lies in Proserpina's gloomy bower: 
Her virgui playmates from their lovely head 
Clip with sharp steel the locks ; the strewments of 
the dead. 



II. 

This oar, and net, and fisher's wicker'd snare 
Themiscus placed above his buried son: 

Memorials of the lot of life he bare; 
The hard and needy life of Pelagon. 



SAPPHO. lOd 



FRAGBIENTS. 



jThe moon hath sunk beneath the sky: 
The Pleiad stars withdraw their light: 
It is the darkling noon of night : 

The hour, the hour hath glided by. 

And yet alone, alone I lie. 



II. 

Mother ! sweet mother I tis in vain ; 

I cannot now the shuttle throw: 
That youth is in my heart and brain; 
And Venus* lingering fires within me glow. 
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III. 

When dead, thou shalt in ashes lie, 
Nor Uve in human memory: 
Nor any page in time to come 
Shall draw thee from thy shrowding tomb. 
For thou didst never pluck the rose 
That on Pieria's mountain grows: ^ 

Dim and unseen thy feet shall tread 
The shadowy mansions of the dead: 
Thee, maiden ! shall no eye survey 
Start from th' obscurer ghosts, and wing thy 
soaring way. 



IV. 



Venus, come! forsake the sky 
For this our banquet's gaiety: 
Come — ^while the golden beakers gleam, 
The nectar mix in purple stream: 
Fill to these gentle friends the wine: 
Mine are these, and these are thine. 
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V. 

Did Jove a ^ueen of flowers decree. 
The rose the queen of flowers should be. 
Of flowers the eye ; of plants the gem ; 
The meadow's blush; earth's diadem: 
Glory of colours on the gaze 
Lightening in its beauty's blaze: 
It breathes of Love : it blooms the guest 
Of Venus' ever fragrant breast: 
In gaudy pomp its petals spread: 
Light foliage trembles round its head: 
With vermeil blossoms fresh and &ir 
It laughs to the voluptuous air. 



Crinna* 



ERINNA. 



Bef. Ch. 600. 



REMAINS, EPIGRAMMATIC AND LYRIC. 

ENGLISH TRAirSLATOR : BLAND, 



JdjRiNNA was a Lesbiaa, and was the intimate 
friend of Sappho, whose measure she adopted. 
She composed, however, in a variety of styles; 
and, in hexameter verse, was thought to rival 
Homer. She died at the early age of nineteen, 
and must certainly have been a prodigy of genius. 
The poems of Erinna seem to have been ex- 
tant in the time of Propertius; who alludes to 
them, while complimenting his mistress. 

VOL. I. I 
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Or when, inspired by A|^ippe*8 itream, 
O'er Sapplio'f lyre with sportive toucli she stray 6 : 

And challenges Corinna's ancient theme, 
And coldly listens to Erinna's lays. 

The little epigrams under Eriima's name^ in 
one of which the name itself occurs, appear to 
be genuine; they have the beautiful Greek simpli- 
city. But the Ode to Rome, ascribed to her, has 
not the spirit and wildness of the early Greek ode: 
nor is it likely that, in the time of Erinna, who 
was, about, contemporary with the elder Tarquin, 
Greece should have had intercourse with Rome. 
This sort of anachronism has led Grotius, and 
others, to render Rome in the acceptation of 
Strength or Fortitude. But the sentiments can 
scarcely apply to an abstract quality. It is pro- 
bably the forgery of a Roman, in a later age: 
unless, indeed, as has been surmised, there was 
another Erinna. 



ERINNA. 

' EPITAPH 

ON A YIRGII^ OF MITYLENE, 
WHO DIED ONHBR WEDDING-DAY, 



The virgui Myitis' sepulchre am I; 

Creep, softly, to the rpillar'd mount of woe ; 

And whisper to th^ grave, in earth below, 
** Grave ! thou art envious in thy cruelty ! " 
To thee, now gazing here, her barb'rous fate 

These bride's adornments tell; that, with the fire 
Of Hymen's torch, which led her to the gate. 

Her husband bum'd the maid upon her pyre : 
Yes, Hymen ! thou didst change the marriage song 
To the shrill wailing of the mourners' throng. 



i2 
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ON THE SAME. 



Pillars of death! caiVd Syrens! tearful urns! 

In whose sad keeping my poor dust is laid; 
To him that near my tomb his footstep turns, 

Stranger or Greek, bid hail! ^nd say, a maid 
Rests, in her bloom, below: her sire the name 

Of Myrtis gave : her birth and lineage high : 
And say, her bosom-friend Erinna came, 

And on this marble graVd her el^y. 



I 
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ODE TO ROME. 



xlAiL, oh Rome'! thou child of Mars! 
Golden-mitred! wise in wars! 
High o'er earth thou dwellest, still, 

On firm Olympus' hill. 
Rule unbroken fell to thee 
From most ancient destiny; 
That, in thy kingly strength secure, 

Thou ever may'st endure. 
Thy chariot-yoke and guiding rein 
Curb the wide soil, and foamy main; 
The cities of the nations stand . 

Safe underneath thy hand. 
Time, who has earth's destroyer been. 
Who, varying, shifts the human scene. 
Shall never change the prosperous gale 

That swells thy empire's sail. 
For thou, alone, dost heroes bear. 
So tail of limb, so strong with spear; 
Thine are the spiky ranks of war. 

And men thy harvests are. 



,i. J 



MIMNERMUS. 

Bef. Ch. 594. 



FRAGMENTS OF ELEGIES. 



inrOLIIH TKAWBLATOR: BLAHD. 



JVliMNERMUS was bom at Colophon; a town of 
Ionia. He was eminent both as a musician and a 
poet. His mistress Nanno followed, also, the 
profession of a minstrel. Horace and Propertius 
speak of him, as the master of amorous elegy. 
There is poetical vigour in the fragments remain- 
ing of his poetry; but, contrary to the joyous 
character given of him, they exhibit a melancholy 
cast of morbid sentiment: and we discern the 
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miserable philosophy of a youth of dissolute pi 
sure, and an old age of senseless, and sensual, 
repining. 



MIMNERMUS. 



SHORTNESS OF LIFE. 



We, like the leaves of many-blossom'd spring, 
When the sun's rays their sudden radiance fling, 
In growing strength, on earth, a little while. 
Delighted, see youth's blooming flow'rets smile. 
Not with that wisdom of the Gods endued. 
To judge aright of evil and of good. 
Two Fates, dark-scowling, at our side attend; 
Of youth, of life, each points the destin'd end, 
Old age, and death : the fruit of youth rem^s 
Brie^ as the sunshine scatter'd o'er the plains: 
And, when these fleeting hours have fled away. 
To die were better than to breathe the day. 
A load of grief the burthen'd spirit wears; 
Domestic troubles rise; penurious cares; 
One with an earnest love of children sighs ; 
The grave is open'd, and he childless dies: 
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Another drags in pain his lingering da3rs9 
While slow disease upon his vitals preys. 
Nor lives there one, whom Jupiter on high 
Exempts firom years of mix'd calamity. 
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REPROACH OF OLD AGE. 



What joy in life, were golden Venus fled? 
Then may I sleep among the silent dead, 
When this can charm no more; when tasteless prove 
Soft bribes, the yielding couch, clandestine love* 
What joy in life, i^ with such transient bloomi 
Youth's dropping flow'rets waste their rich perfume, 
And both the sexes droop? then age is nigh; 
At whose afflictive touch the Graces fly. 
The fair-proportion*d limbs of smooth delight 
Deform'd, dishonoured, loveless to the sight 
Perpetual miseries make the soul their prey; 
The aged man looks up, and loathes the day: 
Of boys the mock; of women the disdain; 
The Gods have dealt to age the dole of pain. 



CJeojpiisf^ 



THEOGNIS. 



Bef. Ch. 549. 



SENTENCES, OR PHECEPTS. 



ENGLISH TRANILATOR: BLAND. 



1 HEOGNis was bom in the city of Megara, or 
Alcathoe, in Achaia. Some ancient authors accuse 
him of disseminating immoral voluptuousness in 
the guise of moral precept. Nothing of this kind 
appears in those relics of his poetry, which have 
reached us : though little can be said for many of 
his notions of morality. His verses, indeed, like 
those of Hesiod, were learned by rote in the 
schools; but with this application of them a modem 
moralist would readily dispense. A tutor would 
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scaredy impress upon his pupil the maxim, that 
'Mt is a disgrace to be sober, where others are 
drunken," or the advice " to treat your enemy 
with &ir and smooth words; but when you get 
him into your power, revenge yourself, and take 
no excuse." The style of Theognis, with the ex- 
ception of some few passages, is dry and jejune : 
his verses consist of successive, desultory maxims, 
plainly and pithily expressed : and this is the ge- 
neral character o( what are called, the Gnomic^ 
or Sententious, Poets. 



THEOGNIS. 



OF FRIENDS. 



C/AiEt£Sl3 me not with words, while far away 
Thy heart is absent, and thy feelings iMray. 
But, if thou lore me with a fkithfiil breast, 
Be that pure love with zeal sincere ^cprest: 
And, if thou hate, thy bold aversion show 
With open strife, avow'd and known my foe. 
Who, with one tongue^ has, yet, a double mind. 
In him, be sure^ a slippery friend we find^ 
And better as a toe: who, in thy sight. 
Can bid his speech in wanton praise delight ; 
But, parted from thee, rails with sknd'rous 

tongue; , 

I^ while his lips with honied words are hung^ 
Anodier spirit in his thoughts contend. 
That friend, be siire, is but a hoUaw friend. 
Lot none thy mind, by fidse inducement, move 
To view the wicked with an eye of love. 
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How should a bad man's friendship profit thee? 
Who nor from deep distress will set thee £ree^ 
Nor of his prosperous fortunes yield a share; 
Thankless are benefits; an empty care 
Would this, thy kindness to the wicked, be; 
Go, rather sow the hoary-foaming sea; 
Scant were thy harvest firom the barren main. 
Nor kindness from the bad returns again. 
Unsatisfied they craye; if, once, thou fail. 
Their fidendship &des like a forgotten tale. 
But, with the good, the finiits of kindness 

thrive; 
And, stiU repaid, in memory survive. 
Let not the wicked thy companion be; 
From him, as fi-om a dangerous harbour flee. 
Many the friends of cup and board ; but few 

"i ■ 

They, whom thy earnest need in succour drew. 
Arduous the task, andji, on the warning bend 
Thy serious thought, to know the painted fHend. 
Of gold's base mixture we may bear the loss, 
And eyes sagacious can detect the dross. 
But, if a fi*iend's most base and worthless heart 
Lurk in his breast, beneath the mask of art, 
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Jove Tarnishes to sight the specious skin, 

Nor keenest glance may pierce the rottenness 

within. 
In man, nor woman, trust the friend sincere, 
^Tiil thou hast proved them, as we prove the steer. 
Conjecture aids not, as when seasons smile. 
But empty shows of things allure thee to beguile. 



VOL. K 
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AUGUMENT EOR SOCIAL ENJOYMENT 

I 

FROM THE SHORTNESS OF UFB, 



May Peace, may Plenty bless our happy state. 
And social feast; for evil war I hate. 
Sky-dwelling Jove ! above our city stand. 
And o'er her safety spread thy guardian hand. 
Smile, .every God; and Phoebus, thou, dispense 
The mind of wit, the tongue of eloquence : 
Let harp and pipe in sacred song combine. 
And, with libations of the sprinkled wine 
Appeasing heaven, let converse blithe be ours, 
And goblets, dreadless of the Median powers. 
So is it best to trifle life away, 
Our minds with care unburthen'd, light, and 

gay: 
So from dark ills of fate our thoughts defend, 
From age pernicious, and our mortal end. 
In youth I blithesome sport; for soon shall fly 
My spirit; and my body deep shall lie 
Beneath th' eternal ground; while years roU on 
Laid motionless, and speechless as a stone. 



THEOGNIS. 131 

Yes — I shall leave the pleasant sun; nor more. 
Though vutuous, look on all that pleas'd before. 
Now, then, my soul ! take pleasure : other eyes 
Shall view the sun, and other men arise: 
While I am lying cold, and stark, and dead. 
With dusty blackness of the earth overspread. 
Still leaps my heart, when, breathii^g on my ear, 
The lovely voice of murm'ring flutes I hear: 
The goblet cheers : the minstrels joyance bring : 
And my own hands touch, glad, the thrilling string: 
There breathes not mortial, on whose head the 

ground 
Has closed, whom hell's dark chambers compass 

round. 
That hears the minstrel, listens to the lyre, 
Or feels the rosy gifts of wine inspire. 
My soul ! the thought shall pleasure's counsel speak; 
Ere the head tremble, ere the knees are weak. 



k2 
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ANACREON. 



Bef. Ch. 638. 



ODES. 

iSngUMh Translators: 
STANLEY, FAWKEe, MOORE. 



AtPACHEON was bom at T^os, ^ sea-poirt of Ionia. 
When 'Harpagus, the general of Cyrus the ^Ider, 
innJadiEld jdie loDian citiies,. Axiacreon migrated to 
Abdentin. Tlirtrce ; arid afterwards repaired to tiie 
coiirtof Polycrates, monarch of Sanlos: whene^ 
be was ibtited to Athens by Hipparchas^ who sent 
a. galley of fi|^ oars to convey h$kn lacrosi the 
.^eaai sea^ When Hipparchus ^ffok slain, in the 
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conspiracy of Harmodius, Anacreon returned to 
Teos ; whence he was again driven by the revolt of 
Histiaeus, and removed once more to Abdera, 
where he died. He is said by Pliny to have been 
choked by a grape-stone, which he swallowed in 
a draught of new wine : a close of poetical justice 
to a life passed, according to the traditional 
accounts of him, in one protracted fever of intem- 
perance. His statue in the citadel of Athens 
represented him in the character of a drunken old 
man. As a confirmed voluptuary, it was not to be 
expected that he should escape vices of a deeper 
dye: his amorous depravities were, indeed, the 
vices of his age; but Anacreon has not, like 
Horace, his redeeming excellencies; nor do I 
know that he has left on record one solitary senti- 
ment that might subserve the interests of virtue. 

The drinking-songs of Anacreon have all the 
gaiety of their subject, without any of its grossness. 
His assumed philosophy, however irrational in 
itself, gives a dignity to his manner; and there is 
a pathos in the thought of fleeting life, which, 
perhaps, constitutes the secret charm of many of 
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these ,efiiisions of voluptuousness. On this Ana- 
creontic philosophy a practical comment is supplied 
by a modem sage and poet : 



O'er the dread feast malignant Chemia scowlii» 
And mingles poison in the nectar'd bowls : 
Fell Gout peeps grinning through the flimsy scene. 
And bloated Dropsy pants behind unseen : 
Wrapt in his robe white Lepra hides his stains. 
And silent Frenzy, writhing, bites his chains. 

Darwiw. 



His amatory pieces are airy, gracefiJ, and deli- 
cately fanciful. His style is a model of classic 
simplicity: elegant, not florid: without studied 
ornaments, or ambitious figures ; natural in senti- 
ment, and pure from witty conceit. 

The genuineness of Anacreon's Odes has been 
singularly called in question, by two men of 
learned celebrity: by Petrus Alcyonius, and by 
Father Hardouin. The former pretended that 
these odes had not the Attic propriety. The 
latter does not seem to have intended any 
particular slight to the genius of Anacreon : 
as his slashing system of critical paradox equally 
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proscribed Homer, Plato^ and Aristotle^ the 
odes of Horace and the .^Jieid of Virgil, as 
&brications of the monks of the thirteenth cen- 
tury. Never had the cowled head been so over- 
shadowed with laurels ! 



ANACREON. 



LOVE. 



TwAS midnight's hour: the bear tum'd slow 
Urg'd by Bootes' hand below : 
What time the race of men supine 
In heavy slumber's lap recline; 
When Love stood knocking at my gate:' 
" Who beats my door thus loud and late, 
And scares my dreams ?" — " 'Tis I am here ; 
Open; a child; you need not fear; 
I drop with wet; and, gone astray 
Through moonless dark, have lost my way." 
I melted, as he begg'd so hard: 
Rose, sprang a light, my door unbarr'd: 
A boy my threshold cross'd ; but lo ! 
With wings, and quiver, and a bow. 
Ne9.r the warm hearth I bade him stand. 
And chafed in mine each tiny hand; 



138 SPECIMENS OF THE CLASSIC POETS. 

And wrung the ringlets of his hair 
Dank-dropping from the rainy air. 
When, by degrees, his chill had fled, 
** Come — ^let us try my bow," he said; 
•* If flagging wet have damp'd the cord : " 
He spoke, and twang'd it at the word. 
The arrow, fitted from his quiver, 
Thrill'd, like a gad-fly, through my liver. 
Laughing the urchin leap'd aside: 
" My kind host, give me joy," he cried: 
" My bowstring yet is trim and sound ; 
Your heart, I wot, shall feel the wound/' 
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ON HIMSELF. 



On beds of tender myrtle leaves 
Where trefoil grass its carpet weaves, 
'Tis the passion of my soul 
To quafiP the health-provoking bowl. 

Love, his mantle thrown behind. 
With the flag of Nile confin'd, 
Shall near me ministering stand. 
The heady goblet in his hand. 

As the chariot-wheel rolls on. 
Life runs, and, as it runs, is gone: 
Soon to dust our bodies turn: 
Our bones are crumbled in an urn. 

Wliat avails the perfume thrown 
On cold earth, or on a stone? 
While I live let odours flow: 
Thick round my brows let roses blow: 
Call the mistress of my heart : 
Love ! ere yet I hence depart, 
To join the dance of ghosts below, 
I would scatter every woe. 
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THE ROSE. 



Ljet us the rose of Love entwine 
Round the cheek41ush'd Ood of wine : 
As the rose its gaudy leaves 
Round our twisted temples weaves, 
Let us sip the time away; 
Let us laugh, as blithe as they. 

Rose, oh rose, the gem of flowers ! 
Rose, the care of vernal Hours ! 
Rose, of every God the joy ! 
With roses Venus' darling boy 
Links ^the Graces in a round, 
With him in flowery fetters bound. 

With roses, Bacchus! crown my head: 
The lyre in hand thy courts I'll tread : 
And, with some fuU-bosom'd maid, 
Dance, nodding with the rosy braid. 
That veils me with its cluster'd shade. 
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A RACE WITH LOVE. 



JLoYE a Stem of hyacinth broken 
And smote me with a quick'ning stroke; 
And sharply urged my sluggish pace^ 
And bade me run with him a race. 

I ran o'er flood, and dell, and brak^ 
But falter'd, bitten by a snake: 
My heart shrank inwards at the wound, 
In dying trance ' of faintness drown'd. 

Love swift his tender pinions spread 
With fanning motion o'er my head: 
And whisper'd, leaning from above, 
" Ah ! thou wilt never learn to love !" 
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A DREAM. 



At midnight, when my slumb'ring head 
Sank on the purple-quilted bed. 
As wine its swimming rapture shed: 
Methought I ran a tip-toe race 
With gadding maids of frolic grace : 
While youths, like Bacchus, fair and youngs 
Pursued me with reviling tongue 
And keen their taunting envy flung. 

When, as I sought to snatch a kiss, 
The vision fled — the sleep of bliss : 
And, left alone, I felt in vain 
The torturing wish to sleep again. 
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A LOVER'S WISH. 



Erst, on the banks of Phrygians flood, 
Chang'd Niobe a statue stood: 
Pandion's daughter, legends .sing. 
Rose fluttering on a swallow's wing: 
But I thy mirrour, Sweet! would be. 
That, gazing, thou might'st gaze on me. 
Or worn for ever as thy vest. 
Would clip thy shape, still closely prest: 
Or as thy liquid bath would swim. 
Soft rippling round each polished limb: 
In fragrant oil, my girl ! I'd flow 
And glide o'er all thy skin of snow : 
The sash thy bosom's orbs confining, 
The string of pearls thy neck entwining: 
Thy fine foot's sand^ I would be, 
So only thou would'st tread on me ! 



IM SPECIMENS OF THK CLASSIC POSTS. 



TO SOME TOUNG WOMEN. 



(jTivE me, damsels, give the bowl: 
Let me slake in wine my soul: 
Faint in noon my temples beat, 
Gasping, sighing with the heat. 

Give those flowers, that fireshly breathe: 
These, that now my forehead wreathe^ 
Scorch'd by sultry dews are dead, 
With'ring round my burning head. 

But, from heats of Love, what art 
Now shall screen thee, oh my heart? 
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LOVE AND THE MUSES. 



Once the Muses met with Love: 
In a chain they garlands wove; 
And to Beauty's keeping gave 
Their involuntary slave. 

Venus gifts of ransom brought ; 
And poor Love's release besought. 

Let them loose him, they who will: 
Though released a prisoner still; 
Freedom's tale is told in vain; 
He has learnt to hug his chain. 
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THE NEST OF LOVE. 



Dear swallow ! the soft season's guest. 
Thou yearly weav'st thy summer nest; 
But disappear'st in winter hours, 
And fliest to Nile or Memphis' towers. 
Love builds his nest within my heart. 
But never once his wings dqpart* 
Here young Desires, just trembling, springs 
And imp, scarce-fledg'd, the downy wing: 
There in smooth egg unhatch'd are seoi. 
Or peep the breaking shell between: 
And still the nestlings' chirps I hear, 
For ever twitt'ring in mine ear. 
The elder fondly rear their own; 
The little ones are plumed and grown; 
Build, in their turn, the procreant nest. 
And brood and hatch within my breast. 
Ah ! what resource ? what help ? my crie* 
despair 
To count the nestlings Love is rearing there. 
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RETURN OF SPRING. 



oEE the spring appears in view; 

The Graces showiers of roses strew : 

See how ocean's wave serene 

Smooths its limpid, glassy green : 

With oaring feet the sea-duck swims; 

The stork on airy journey skims : 

The sun shines put \n open day; 

The shadowy clouds are roll'd away; 

The cultur'd fields are smiling bright 

In verdant gaiety of light : 

Earth's garden spreads its tender fruits; 

The juicy olive swelling shoots; 

The grape, the fount of Bacchus, twines 

In clusters, red with embryo wines: 

Through l^ves, through boughs it bursts 

its way. 
And buds, and ripens on the day. 



L2 
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TO THE CICADA, 

OR TREE LOCUST. 



tlAiL, Cicada ! hail to thee 
Nestling in the topmost tree: 
Blithe as a king, the leaves among. 
Sipping dew-drops, chirping song. 
Thine are all things Nature yields 
Midst the freshness of the fields : 
Thine are all the buds and flowers 
Scatter'd by the vemal Hours. 
Peasants know their friend in thee; 
Harmless of all injury : 
Mortals honour thee with praise, 
Prophet sweet of summer days. 
In thee delights the Muses' throng. 
In thee delights the God of song. 
They bestow'd thy song-note shrill, 
E'en in age unwearied still. 
Wise in music, bom of earth ; 
Lover of melodious mirth ; 
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Free from all corporeal pains. 
Free from flesh, and free from veins; 
Thy aerial texture vies 
With th' mibodied Deities. 
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TO A PAINTER. 



Best of Painters ! now dispense 

All thy tinted eloquence: 

Master of the roseate art, . 

Paint the mistress of my heart 

Paint her, absent though she be^ 

Paint her, as described by me. 

Paint her hair in tresses flowing: 

Black as jet its ringlets glowing : 

« 
If the pallet soar so high, 

Paint their humid fragrancy. 

Let the colour smoothly show 

The gentle prominence of brow ; 

Smooth as ivory let it shine. 

Under locks of glossy twine. 

Now her eyebrows lengthening bend; 

Neither sever them, nor blend: 

Imperceptible the space 

Of their meeting arches trace : 
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Be the picture like the maid; 

Her dark eye-lids fringed with shade. 

Now the real glance inspire; 

Let it. dart a liquid fire : 

Let her eyes reflect the day, 

Like Minerva's, hazel-gray, 

Like those of Venus, swimming bright, 

Brimful of moisture and of light. 

Now her &ultless nose design 

In its flowing aquiline: 

Let her cheeks transparent gleam, 

Like to roses, strew'd in cream: 

Let her lips seduce to bliss. 

Pouting to provoke the kiss. 

Now her chin minute express, 
Rounded into prettiness: 
There let all the Graces play; 
In that dimpled circle stray; 
Round her bended neck delay: 
Marble pillar, on the sight 
Shedding smooth its slippery white. 

For the rest, let drapery swim 
In purplish folds o'er every limb; 
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But, with jflimsy texture, show 
The shape, the skin, that partial glow : 
Enough — ^herself appears; 'tis done; 
The picture breathes; the paint will speak 
anon. 



/ 
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LOVE SWALLOWED IN WINE. 



As once a wreath of flowers I wove, 
I found, among the roses, Love: 
Fast by his wings the boy I clipp'd, 
And in my wine immerging dipp'd; 
And, as he struggled in the cup, 
I gulp'd the draught, and drank him up. 
Within me, now, the flutterer springs 
From vein to vein with tickling wings. 



A VERNAL WALK. 



What lovelier pastime ere has been, 
Than forth to walk, when meads are green; 
When the west-wind whispers by 
With its softest, sweetest sigh: 
To mark the blossom of the vine. 
And under its broad leaves recline: 
Folding a tender girl, whose lip 
Breathes all of Venus, as I sip? 



SIMONIDES. 

% 

Bef. Cb. 530. 



FRAGMENTS. INSCRIPTIONS. 



ENGLISH TRANSLATOI^: BLAND. 



SiMONiDES, the son of Theoprepis, was a native 

of the Isle of Cos; where he presided in a school 

for the instruction of the tragic chorus. He 

thebce repaired to Sicily; and was received with 

fiivour a,t the court of Hiero. Pausanias, the 

Spartan, and Themistocles, the Athenian, wer^ 

abo his friends and patrons. He composed wbx^ 

elegies on the battles of Marathon, Thermopylae^ 

Salamisj and Platsea: by the former of which he 
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gained the prize of poetry from ^schylus. He 
wrote, also, dramas, and pathetic pieces : in par- 
ticular one entitled ^^ Lamentations:" to which 
Catullus, probably, alludes, by his expression of 
" Simonidean tears." He was esteemed as a phi- 
losopher no less than as a poet. Plato, in his 
*^ Protagoras," makes Socrates repeat the verses 
of " the divine Simonides;" as he elsewhere terms 

I 

him; and Xenophon introduces him as a speaker 
with Hiero in his dialogue " On Tyranny." 
Phaedrus has a traditionary fable, where Simonides 
is called out from a feast by two Genii in the form 
of youths ; when the roof instantly falls, and crushes 
the company. This fable has been adopted by 
Fontaine. Cicero tells, with strong belief, a story, 
that Simonides, having found a dead body on the 
sea-shore, and decently buried it, the dead man 
appeared to him in a dream, and warned him 
against a voyage, which he was about to under- 
take. He obeyed the caution, and the vessel, in 
which he should have sailed, was lost with all the 
passengers. These anecdotes are important; as 
they indicate something more than common in' 
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the character of the person who is the subject of 
them. Simonides won a poetic prize after he was 
eighty; and died in his ninetieth year. The 
people of Syracuse erected a monument to his 
memory. 

There are extant some moral and inscriptive 
relics of Simonides; and a satirical apologue on 
the formation of women, from elements, and 
animals of supposed correspondent natures. There 
is, alsQ, a fragment on the subject of Danae, pre- 
served by Dionysius of Halicamassus, of which 
the pathos and the poetry are worthy of the com-r 
petitor of iEschylus. 



SIMONIDES. 



KROM THE APOLOQUB ON WOMBK. 

She firom the steed of wanton mane 

Shall spurn all servile toil and pain; 

Nor shake the sieve; nor ply the mill; 

Nor sweep the floor, though dusty still; 

Nor near the oven take her seat; 

But loathe the ashes, smoke, and heat: 

And to her husband profit naught 

Unless by mere compulsion taught. 

Twice^ thrice, she bathes her through the day. 

Washing the slightest soil awi^: 

Perfumes with oils her every limb; 

Her tresses combs in order trim; 

Tress upon tress in thickening braid; 

While twisted flowers her temples shade, 

A goodly i^ight to strangers' view: 

But he, that owns her, scMre shall rue 

The cost, I ween: unless he be 

Satrap or king, and joy in luxury. 
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Her from an Ape the Maker sent 
Man's evil mate and punishment. 
Her visage foul; she walks the streets, 
The laughing-stock of all she meets. 
Scarce her short neck can turn; all slim. 
And lank, and spare; all leg and limb; 
Wretched the man, who in his breast 
Is doom'd to fold this female pest! 
She, like the Ape, is versed in wiles; 
And tricking tiums; she never smiles: 
Obliges none; but ponders still 
On mischief-plots, and daily ilL 

Who gains the creature from the Bee, 
By fortune favour'd most is he: 
To her alone, with pointless sting. 
Would Scandal impotently cUng. 
With her his May of life is long; 
His days are flourishing and strong. 
Beloved, her fond embrace she twines 
Round him she loves: with him declines 
In fading years: her race is known 
For goodly forms, and fair renown. 
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Her decent charms her sex outshine: 
Around her flits a g^ace divine. 
She sits not pleased where women crowd, 
In amorpqs tattle, light and loud; 
Witli such tlve God mankind has blest; 
With such, the wisest and the best 
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VIRTUE. 



Virtue in legend old is said to dwell 

On high rocks, inaccessible; 

But swift descends from high, 
And haunts of virtuous men the chaste society. 

No man shall, ever, rise 
Conspicuous in his fellow mortals' eyes 

To manly virtue's pinnacle; 

Unless, within his soul, he bear 
The drops of painful sweat, that slowly well 
From spirit-wasting thought, and toil, and care. 



SIMONIDES. 163 



INSCRIPTION. 



jBland mother of the grape! all-^gladdening vme! 

Teeming mebriate joy ! whose tendrils bloom 
Crisp woven in winding trail^ now green entwine 

This pillar's top, this momit, Anacreon's tomb. 
As lover of the feast, th' untemper'd bowl, 
While the full draught was reeling in his soul. 
He smote upon the harp, whose melodies 

Were tuned to girlish loves, till midnight fled; 
Now, &ll'n to earth, embower him as he lies. 

Thy purpling clusters blushing o'er his head: 
Still be firesh dew upon the branches hung. 
Like that which breathed from his enchanting 
tongue* 



m2 
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LAMENTATION OF DANAE. 



i^HEN round the well-fram'd ark the blowing 

blast 
Roar'd, and the heaving whirlpools of the deep 
With roughening surge seemed threatening to o'«r- 

tum 
The wide-tost vessel, not with tearless cheeks* 
The mother round her in&nt gently twined 
Her tender arm, and cried, ^^ Ah me ! my child ! 
What sufferings I endure ! thou sleep'st the while, 
Inhaling in thy milky-breathing breast 
The balm of slumber ; though imprisoned here 
In undelightfiil dwelling; brassy-wedged; 
Alone illumined by the stars of night. 
And black and dark within. Thou heedest not 
The wave that leaps above thee, while its spray 
Wets not the locks deep-clust'ring round thy head; 
Nor hears't the shrill winds' hoUow-whisp'riug 

sounds. 
While on thy purple downy mantle stretch'd. 
With countenance flush'd in sleeping loveliness. 
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Then, if this dreadful peril would to thee 

Be dreadful, turn a light unconscious ear 

To my lamentings : sleep ! I bid thee sleep, 

My in&nt ! oh, may the tremendous surge 

Sleep also ! may th' immeasurable scene 

Of watery perils sleep, and be at rest ! 

And void, and frustrate, prove this dark device, 

I do conjure thee, Jove! and, though my words 

May rise to boldness, at thy hands I ask 

A righteous vengeance, by this infanfs aid!" 



^intvat. 



PINDAR. 

Bef. Cb. 5ei. 



ODES. 

4 

EnglUh Trarulators : 

WEST, PTE, BAimiSTER, GIRDLEBTONE. 



PtNDARUS was bom at Thebes, in Boeotia, about 
forty years before Xences, the Persian, invaded 
Greece. He was r^drded with such veneration, 
that the priestess of the Delphic oracle ordered 
the people to appropriate to him a share of their 
first fruits : and an iron chair was placed for him 
in the temple of Apollo, in which he was accus- 



168 SPECIMENS OF THE CJLASSIC POETS. 

tomed to sit, and declaim his verses. Hiero, king 
of Sicily, was his patron : and he was engaged, at 
a great price, by the different conquerors in the 
Games of Greece, to compose triumphal odes in 
their honour. Although generally unrivalled in 
' the national contests of poetry, he was neverthe- 
less five times surpassed by the poetess Corinna. 
Pausanias indeed alleges, that the umpires were 
biassed by the lady's beauty; but, that this should 
have been the case on five different occasions, is 
a most improbable story; and the notion seems 
to have originated in the common illiberal jealousy 
of female genius. The women of Greece fiimish 
perpetual instances of fine intellect ; and I know 
not if Sappho be excelled by any male writer, in 
a style at once energetic and simple. The statue 
of Pindar was erected in the circus of games at 
Thebes. His house was spared by the Spartans^ 
when they took that city : an honour equally paid 
to it by Alexander : to which circumstance Miltofi 
alludes in his noble sonnet, written " wheil thU 
assault was intended to the city : " 
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Lift not thy spear against the Muses* bower ; 
The great Emathian ciinqueror bade spare 
The house of Piodkrus, when teinpte and tower 
Went to the ground. 

Such was the respect for genius testified by 
Alexander the Great: a character, which the pre- 
cipitance of modem dogmatism has diown itself 
busy to und^ralue and degrade, even in that par- 
ticular of iliilitary prowess Whidi is usually mis- 
taken as the sole ground-work of his fame. The 
att^npt to diminish his merit, by representing the 
armies opposed to him as feeble and disorderly 
masi^ betrays the common confusion of ideas as 
to ancient and modem manners. The ancient 
Persians were a military people; trained to the 
evolutiolis of battle ; said no less disciplined than 
brave : and the troops of Poms, the Indian king^ 
Were composed of very different materials from- 
the modem Hindoos. The ancients, who must 
be allowed to be tolerable judges of the art of 
war, entiertained the highest opinion of the abili- 
ties of Alexander as a general : tl»y were apt 
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confined to the mere business of the field, but 
extended to every department, in particular to 
that which respects the provisioning of a great 
army, with the foresight and resource of a con- 
summate commander. But is this all the praise 
of Alexander? or can any man read the flippant 
rant of Boileau, who describes him as scouring 
the earth like a *^ bandit, qui n' a ni feu, ni lieu," 
without a movement of contempt for historical 
ignorance^ and of indignation for reckless injus- 
tice? As a Greek, Alexander was politically justi* 
£ed in avenging ancient injuries on the Persian 
power; and if the same spirit, which in the 
Roman conquerors is suffered to pass without 
rebuke, led him to extend the glory of the 
Grecian arms, and to annihilate the possibility of 
fiiture invasion or molestation, by enlarging the 
circle of Macedonian empire, till it embraced the 
whole of the East ; as this object was one of sound 
patriotism, no less than of individual renown, so 
his mind was occupied, not with the narrow and 
tyrannical passion of enslaving his species, but 
with an enthusiastic ardour to realise vast schemes 
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of civilization : to remove the hostile distinctions 
and antipathies of nations : and to give fedlify of 
intercourse to commerce, and activity and securitjT 
to the arts of peace. The grand plan which he 
meditated, of forming a bond of commercial 
union between the remotest regions of India, and 
the shores of -ffigypt and Greece, deserved some* 
thing better at the hands of mpdem philosophy, 
than the vulgar taunt of ^^ Macedonia's madman :'' 
and while he dug ports, opened the navigation of 
rivers, and raised up mercantile cities, he slept 
with the poems of Homer under his pillow; de- 
scended to a playfiil famOiarily in the painting- 
room of Apelles ; and, in the heat and fury of an 
assault by storm, called upon his soldiers to spare 
the habitation of Pindar. 

The moderns have felt it necessary to admire 
Pindai*, but, as they have admired him on quite 
a mistaken principle^ much of this enthusiasm is 
probably a£Pected. They have appUed the tradi- 
tional character of his lost poems, to those which 
now remain. Horace describes him in these 
terms: 



172 SPECIMENS OF THB CLASSIC POETS. 

Pindar's a mighty, raging flood. 

That from some mountain flows : 
Rapid, and wann, and deej^, and loud. 

Whose force no limit knows. OlmWdrtb. 

And this description has led the critics, and the 
early translators of Pindar, with Cowley at their 
head, to &ncy that they see in him an unbridled 
and irregular imagination: and we are told of 
torrent verse; of unfathomable depths; and o£ 
heights, such as Cowley himself describes, in his 
paraphrase of Horace, with that genuine poetic 
feeling which sometimes breaks through the veil of 
wit, " dark with excessive bright," that usually 
obscures it : 

Lo ! how th' obsequious wind and swelling air 

The Theban swan does upward bear 
Into the walks of clouds, where he does play. 
And with extended wings opens his liquid way ! 

But it has been all along forgotten, that Horace 
is speaking of Pindar's Dith}rrambics to Bacchus : 
which, together with his Poeans to Apollo, are^ 
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uBfoitunately, lost. It is from this traditionary 
character that Pope, under the same mistaken 
impression, describes him : 

Her^, like some furious prophet, Pindar rqde, 
And seemM Co labour with tb' Inspiring God. 

But, in the odes which have reached us, he rather 
appears as a grave, sacerdotal bard, riding Ladeed 
in a chariot drawn by four fiery coursers, but 
reining them abreast, with an easy mastery, by a 
curb of iron. The censurers of Pindar, who 
imagine that his digressions and transitions are the 
marks of an ungovernable fiuicy, arc equaUy mis- 
taken with his admirers; who see in them the 
sallies of poetic transport, and the fine irr^ularity, 
the ^^ beau d^sordre" as Boileau phrases it, which 
they conceive to be essentially characteristic of the 
ode, and which they suppose to represent the 
frenzy of inspiration. Neither in his numbers, 
which are strictly metrical, nor in the plan of his 
poems^ which are of uni&rm contrivance, is 
Pindar, as he appears to us> that foaming enthu- 
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siast, that maniacal bard, that '^ furious prophet," 
which the received opinion would lead us to be^ 
lieve. We see in Pindar a man of genius, escaping 
from the barren monotony of his subject, with an 
intuitive judgment and &cility, which to the 
Greeks, who listened with interest to their historic 
legends and mythological tales, must have ap- 
peared delightful. Pindar saw that a chariot-race 
could admit of no variety : he, therefore^ merely 
used his subject and his hero, as hints for different 
episodes; not confusedly jumbled together, but 
growing out of each other. If the ccmqueror in 
the race had any pretensions to a descent from 
Gods or heroes, he seized the occasion, by tracing 
his pedigree, to emblazon his ode with &bulou8 
marvels, or heroic exploits : if this were denied 
him, he struck out some moral truth, which he 
proceeded to illustrate from some tale of mythical 

ft 

lore : this tale suggested another ; and that, per- 
haps, a third : but they all hinged together ; and 
he brought back the reader, at the close, to the 
subject from which he had digressed. An atten- 
tion to this method of Pindar will show, that, so 
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&r from bounding along on an ungovernable 
Pegasus, nothing can be more steady, or more 
managed, than his paces : nothing more systematic 
than the structure of his poems, or more lucid 
than the disposition of his subject; and his style, 
also, so far from sweeping along with the rapidity 
ascribed to it, is rather grave and solemn; and 
invested with a certain composed, and stately 
energy. The art of his plan is, however, the 
i^esult of a felicity of genius, and not of labour. 
Critics of the French school, who talk of Pindar's 
metaphoric diction as exceeding the just limits of 
what they, candngly, call a correct style, appear 
to fancy that he &shioned these bold metaphors on 
the anvil, with a forced heat, and a pedantic ambi- 
ticm to be great and swelling; but they only show 
that they imderstand neither the genius of ancient 
manners, nor that of the Greek language. There 
is no labour in Pindar; and there cannot be a 
greater proof of the vulgar misconception respectJ- 
ing him, than the common comparison of Pindar 
with Gray: whose whole poetical life was con- 
sumed in the painful elaboration of a few slender 
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odes, in which we trace the common-plaoes of a 
scholar's reading, and perceive the odour of the 
kunp. Collins bears an infinitdy closer resent 
blance to the simple- qiontaneousness, the fine 
abstraction, and ideal sublime of Pindar; but per* 
haps if we wished for a parallel with Pindar's ode% 
we must seek it in the odes and chorusses of 
Milton. We perceive in the lyrics of Milton^ and 
in the odes of Pindar, a similar copiousness of 
words and thoughts and images, rolling forth, as 
if involuntarily, from the deep and abundant 
sources of &ncy and reflection : a similar severe 
and chaste style, relieved by a freshness of colour, 
and picturesqueness of manner in descriptive paintr 
ing, and the intermixture of gorgeously romantic 
imagery : a similar lofty and calm abstractedness 
of imagination ; and the same purity, and un* 
worldliness of feeling; the same religious ton^ 
and almost oracular emphasis, in the uttering of 
moral truths. 



PINDAR. 



THE SECOND OLYMPIC ODE. 

ON THE VICTORY IN THE CHARIOT-RACE 

Qained by Tker&n, Tyrant of Jgrigenhttn, 



I. 1. 

Harp-ruling hymns ! what Deity, 

What hero, or what man, 

Shall I record in stately songs ? 

Pisa to Jove belongs: 

From Hercules th' Olympic games began; 

First-fruits of victory: 

But Theron is my choice; 

His conquering coursers ask my voice; 

Just, hospitable he: 

Pillar of Agrigentum, the fair flower 

Of a well-famed ancestry ; 

Ruling the cities in his upright power. 

VOL. I. N 
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I. 2. 

Those ancestors, with wandering hardships prest, 

The river-city's towers among 

Their sacred palace fix'd, and place of rest : 

They were Sicilians eye of light : 

A blessed age ensued; and led along 

The treasures of the earth, 

And &vour in the people's sight, 

To grace their inborn worth. 

But thou, oh Rhea's son ! oh Jove ! 

That on Olympus sit'st, and from above 

Extend'st thy sceptre o'er 

This noble contest, pinnacle of merit; 

And Alpheus' winding shore; 

Now gladden'd with the voice of harp and song, 

To their sons' sons the dynasty prolong; 

And let the race inherit 

This mother-soil for ever more. 

I. 3. 

Not Time, the father of the tide of things, 
Has power to make the deed undone. 
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That from injustice^ or from justice, springs ; 

Kor with retracting hand annihilate 

The end, that crowns the act begun: 

Yet the concurrence blest of Fate 

May bid oblivion shrowd the past; 

Nor strife's disunion, sown of late 

'Twixt Hiero and Theron ere shall last, 

To shake his throne's foundations fast; 

For hateful evil perishes away, 

Down-trodden and subdued; 

When joy and blessing have on wrath ensued ; 

And Providence with fete-o'er-ruling sway 

Bears up felicity 

Above the spurns of wrong, and sets it high. 

II. 1. 

This truth befits the tale of old 
Of Cadmus' daughters told. 
Who now, beyond the Heavens, are seated high 
Upon their thrones of gold. 
Their grief and sad adversity 
Fell underneath th' o'erpowering weight of joy: 

N 2 
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And Semele of flowing hair, 

Who died in thunder's crashing flame, 

To deified existence came: 

Dweller with Gods, th' Olympian moimt above; 

Beloved of Pallas, and the Father Jove, 

And the ivy-wreathed Boy. 

II. 2. 

And legends tell, that, midst the sea, 

With Nereus' daughters, virgins of the wave^ 

The Gods to Ino gave 

A life, that should immortal be. 

An ever-blooming prime, 

Unwithering through the round of time. 

So shifts from ill to good the human scene : 

Nor ere has mortal been 

Who knows his death's appointed goal: 

Nor if his tranquil Day, that rose to inm, 

Child of the radiant sun. 

In glory of its strength, a course of Ught, 

With unobstructed good shall journey bright 

Till its wheels have ceas'd to roll. 
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But tides of flowing gladness 

Have mix'd in ebb and flow with waves of sadness. 

And this the lot of every human souT. 

II. 3. 

Thus ever-changing Destiny 

That to thy own paternal line 

Bade their lot serenely shine 

With bliss, sent down from Heaven on high; 

At other time the tide of evil roll'd; 

Since CEklipus, whom Fate resistless drew, 

His father Laius met, and slew. 

And thus in Delphos crown'd the oracle of old. 

III. 1. 

On him Er3mni6, keen-^ed fiiry, bent 

Her gloating looks intent; 

And join'd with mutual wounds in death's embrace 

The fratricidal, warlike race: 

Thersander yet was left. 

When Polynices sank, of life berefl: 

Honour'd in youthful contests he; 

In battle conflicts bred: 
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Its shooting branch his valour spread. 
Avenger of Adrastus' &mily. 
Theron ! ^nosidemus' son ! to thee 
Whose root hath sprung 
From scion of that noble tree 
My harp to notes of praise is strung ; 
My song shall breathe its melody. 

III. 2. 

Theron has won Olympiads crown : 

And in the Pythic race, 

And Isthmian ring. 

Coursers, of steeds the flower and grace, 

With twelve-times-paced career have brought 

renown 
To his, and to his brother's name. 
Joint-heirs of highest fame : 
Thus, in the trial of the strife of steeds. 
To win the palm of glory. 
Lets loose the cares, that brood upon the soul: 
Wealth, thus with virtues deck'd, all honour breeds, 
And swift occasions, pressing to the goal 
Of deeds that live in story : 
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And deep within the breast sustains 
Gallant deservings; honourable pains. 

III. 3. 

Like an unrivalled star 

That opulence a true and steady ligh^ 

Distinguish'd from afar, 

Sheds wide abroad in human sight 1 

And he, that owns it, knows within his soul 

The future's distant goal : 

The state, where spirits of the dead, 

Intractable and unatoning, pay 

The penalty of crime: 

There sitteth one beneath this earth 

Whose judging eyes survey 

Whate'er of sin, in our supernal clime^ 

Hath fiU'd the interval twix't death and birth; 

And on the sinner's head. 

In words, that stern necessity obey^ 

The sinner's doom is sped. 
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IV. 1. 

Not so the good : for they 

Alike by night, alike by day. 

Behold the glory of the son : 

Their Uves unlabouring pass away; 

They harrow not with sinewy hands the ground; 

Nor yet upjum the waters of the sea 

For empty aliment: 

But in the blessed company 

Of spirits, by the Oods with honour cTawh'd, 

Men, who rejoiced to keep their oath unshend 

Their days through tearless ages run: 

The whilst the wicked rue 

The crimes in days of nature done; 

With penance, horrible to view. 

IV. 2. 

And they, that thrice, above, below 
This earth, with transmigrating entity 
Have stood their trial, passing to and fro; 
And from th' imjust society 
Have kept their souls aloof and free : 
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They take the way which Jove did long 'ordain 
To Saturn's ancient tower, beside the deep: . 
Where gales, that softly breathe^ 
Fresh-springing firom the bosom of the main 
Through the islands of the blessed blow: 
And flowers, like burning gold of hue, 
Some on the green earth creep; 
Some bourgeon on the splendid trees; 
Some in cool, nurturing streams their blossoms 

steep: 
The blissful troops of these 
For their twined wrists inwoven bracelets wreathe, 
And garlands for their brow. 

IV. 3. 

So Rhadamandius judged in equity : 
For Saturn, spouse of Rhea, at whose feet, 
While on her throne she sits on high, 
All powers of Nature lie. 
Placed him to share his judgment-seat : 
Thus midst these isles, where dwell the blest, 
Peleus and Cadmus rest: 
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And thither, though with soothing prayer 
Full long the mother strove^ 
Bending the heart of Jove, 
Did Thetis her Achilles bear. 

V. 1. 

He that laid Hector prostrate in the dust; 

Pillar impr^nable of Troy, 

While he unshaken stood: 

He that Cygnus could destroy, 

And shed dark Memnon's blood 

Son of the morning. Shafts of song are mine 

That in my quiver's womb recline; 

And their shrill sound is known 

To wise and intellectual ears alone. 

They pass the listening many by 

With unintelligible sound : 

Wise is the man, whose heart profound 

Treasures a native store 

Of rich, unborrow'd lore : 

But they, that steal their knowlege, with shrill cry 

Of bold loquacity 
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Clamour, like crows, that track the bird of Jove, 
While they behold him soar 
Cleaving the Heavens above. 

V. 2. 

Come, now, my soul ! now draw the string ; 

Bend at the mark the bow: 

To whom shall now the glorious arrow wing 

The praise of mild benignity ? 

To Agrigentum fly, 

Arrow of song; and there thy praise bestow: 

For I shall swear an oath: a hundred years are 

flown; 
But the city ne'er has known 
A hand more liberal, a more loving heart, 
Thnn, Theron ! thine : for such thou art. 

V. 8. 

Ybt wrong hath risen to blast his praise: 
Breath of Injustice, breathed from men insane, 
Who seek in brawling strain 
The echo of his virtues ijdld to drown ; 
And with their violent deeds eclipse the days 
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Of his serene renown. 

Unnumber'd are the sands of th' ocean shore : 
And who shall number o'er 
Those joys in others' breasts, which Theron's hand 
hath sown? 
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THE FIRST PYTHIAN ODK 

TO HIERO OF JBTNA, 

TYRAUT OF SYRACUSE, 

ON HIS TICTORT IN TBE CHARIOT-RACE. 

I. 1. 
Oh lyre of gold : 

Which Phoebus, and that sister choir, 

With crisped locks of darkest violet hue, 

Their seemly heritage for ever hold: 

The cadenc'd step hangs listening on thy chime; 

Spontaneous joys ehsue ; 

The vocal troop obey thy signal notes: 

While sudden from the shrilling wire 

To lead the solemn dance thy murmur floats 

In its preluding flight of sound : 

And in thy stream of music drowh'd 

The forked lightening in Heaven's azure dime 

Quenches its ever-flowing fire. 

I. ^. 

The monarch eagle then hangs down 
On either side his flagging i^ing, 
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And on Jove's sceptre rocks with slumbering head: 

Hovering vapours darkling spread 

O'er his arch'd beak, and veil his filmy eye: 

Thou pour'st a sweet mist from thy string; 

And, as thy music's thrilling arrows fly, 

He feels soft sleep efluse 

From every pore its balmy-stealing dews, 

And heaves his ruffled plumes in slumber^s 

ecstacy. 
Stem Mars hath dropp'd his sharp'd and barbed 

spear; 
And starts, and smiles to hear 
Thy warbled chaunt, while joy flows in upon hii 

mind: 
Thy music's weapons pierce, disarm 
The demons of celestial kind. 
By Apollo's music-charm. 
And accent of the zoned, iull-bosom'd, maids 
That haunt Pieria's shades. 

I. S. 

But they, whom Jove abhors, with shudderii^ ear 
The voices of the Muses hear; 
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Whether they range the earth or tossing sea: 

Such is that hundred-headed giant, he 

Of blessed Gods an enemy, 

Typhon; who lies in chasm of Tartarus drear: 

To whom Cilicia's legend-fabled cave 

His nourish'd being gave: 

Now on his shaggy breast 

Sicilia's isle and Cuma's sea-girt shore 

Are ponderously prest; 

And that round pillar of the sky 

With congelation hoar, 

^tna, crushes him from high; 

While the year rolls slow 

Nurse of keen-encrusted snow. 

IL h 

Fbom forth whose secret caves 
Fountains pure of liquid flame 
With rush and roaring came; 
And rivers rolling steep in fiery waves 
In a stream of whitening: smoak 
On glowing ether broke: 
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And in the dark and dead of night 

With pitchy-gathering cloud and glare of light 

The volleying fire was heard to sweep 

Masses of shiver'd reck with crashing sound 

Dash'd midst the sullen ocean's waters deep. 

There that Vulcanian dragon casts 

His fiery whirlpool blasts; 

Blazing in horrid Ught 

On the scared ken of mortal sight ; 

Far bursting, marvellous to hear. 

On the passing traveller's ear. 

11. 2. 

A MIRACLE of sight and sound 

To him, that muses, how fast-bound 

That giant wallows on his flinty bed; 

Under Etna's beetling head 

With blackening foliage crown'd, 

And deep beneath the mountain's roots profound : 

While as his limbs at their huge length arc 

spread. 
His back is scarr'd with many a rocky wound. 
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Oh grant me, Jove ! with strains like these 

Thy gracious ear to please: 

This forehead of green earth, • this mount in air 

Swelling-subUme, thine eye o'ersees: 

The founder of illustrious &me 

Bade the -neighbouring city bear 

The mountain's kindred name: 

Its honours to the gazing crowd 

Did the herald's voice proclaim, 

In him, who, graced with conquest proud, 

In chariots winning fresh renown, 

Wears now the Pythian crown. 

•• • 

IL 3. 

The ocean-fitring men. 

When first th^ spread the sail, 

Hope the favouring wind may blow; 

Conceiving auspice then 

That the same happy gale 

Shall speed their voyage back athwart the main, 

Safe-passing to and fro: 

So my prophetic strain, 

VOL. I. o 
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From these auspicious deeds, 

Augurs -Etna's future feme 

In crowns and conquering steed% 

And harp'd in banquets a mdodiouii lumie. 

DeUan and PatarsBan king I 

Phcebus ! that lovest Castalia's fcmnt, 

Flowing round Parnassus' mount, 

Hear what now I sing: 

Lay it within thy soul to distant time: 

And let Sicilia's clim^ 

As now, with men heroic spring. 

III. 1. 

For from the Gods descend 

All high designs, that here on earth 

Point the virtues to their end: 

The wise of thought, the strong of hand> 

The eloquent of tongue. 

Not from ourselves are sprung, 

But from a secret and divine command 

Are usher'd into birth. 

Now, while the hope within me stirs, to praise 



V 
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That man of victory. 

While in my poising grasp I raise 

The brass-tipp'd javelin high : 

Let it not wide-starting stray; 

But speeding on its way 

Far overleap each rival's cast: 

Time ! let the future, as the pas^, 

Felicity bestow, 

And bid the source of bounty flow, 

And sickness in oblivion lay. 

III. 2. 

In memory's blazon'd roll 
Shall rise the stru^le of the battle-hour ; 
When fought the Gods on Hiero's side: 
And firm in fortitude of soul, 
He cropp'd, with Gelo, glory's flower; 
Gathering o'er every Greek renown, 
And winning wealthy empire's gorgeous crown: 
'Twas then a mighty man appeal'd 
To his hi^ will, and sooth'd with friendly name 
Though with dela3dng step he came 
Like Philoctetes, to the field: 

o2 
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'Tis sung in ancient lore 

While Philoctetes nursed his rankling wound^ 

Heroes divine that archer found, 

And drew from Lemnos' shore. 

III. 3. 

By him Troy-towers should fell from high 
And heap the dusty soil; 
And thus should end the Grecians' toil; 
Though feintly bow^d with his disabling 

woimd 
Faltering he trod the ground: 
For it was written thus in Destiny. 
May the healing God appear 
To Hiero, onwards as the moments creep, 
Lull his grief and pain to sleep; 
Bid speed the wishes of his soul ; 
And his frame from sickness rear. 
Muse ! again my voice obey : 
This strain for Hiero's chariot-victory won 
Sing to Dinomenes the son: 
Not with averted ear 
Shall he a father's triumph hear: 
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Come then; for him that shall o'er iEtna sway, 
Meditate the pleasing lay* 

IV. 1. 

That city fomided strong 

In liberty divine, 

Measured by the Spartan line. 

Has Hiero stablish'd for his heritage: 

To whose firm-planted colony belong 

Their mother-comitry's lawSf 

From many a distant age: 

The Dorian race, that draws 

From Pamphylus and th' Heracleidse old 

The blood that circles in its veins. 

Dwelling beneath Taygetus' high hill. 

In wise ^gimius' statutes firm remains, 

Fix'd to their great forefathers* will; 

They, by high Fortune led, 

Vast Pindus' ridgy head 

O'erpass'd, and in Amycl^e held their seat: 

And the twin-brothers near. 

In neighbouring Argos, rode 

On snowy coursers fleet; 
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Whose glory flourishing in blossom Aow'd, 
While firm they couch'd the spear. 

IV. 2. 

Jove ! grant that such renown 

Be theirs, the people and the kings, 

Dwelling by clear Amena's springs: 

The laws and liberties, whose fiune has kvng 

On every human tongue, 

These let them judge themselves, and know them 

for their own. • 

Guide to virtue ! train'd by thee 
Let this thy son his people turn again 
To concord's peaceful ways; 
Bound, till his silver-hair'd decline of days, 
In mutual order's chain: 
Father ! I pray thee give the nod of Fate : 
Let the Phoenician rest at peace 
Within his turret; let the Tuscan shout 
Of yelling battle cease; 
Who saw at Cuma late 
Their navy's wreck and rout. 
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IV. 3, 

That leader of the Sja'acusan host 

With gallies swiftly-rushiag them pursued; 

And they bis onset rued : 

When on the Cuman: .coast 

He dash'd their youth in gulphy wJaves below^ 

And rescued Greece from heavy (Servitude- 

My strain might , grasp the Salaminian day 

When Athens fray'd^the Persian foe; . 

And glory should her act repay: 

Let, Sparta tell 

How at Cithseron's foot the Medians felly 

And cast their crooked bows ^way: 

But first my harp should sound the -lay 

On the banks of EQmera'^ stream. 

Whose waters limpid flow: 

Dinomenes' brave sons absorb my theme. 

Whose valour quell'd the Punic foe. 

V. 1. 

The seasonable speech 

Grasping in narrow space the sum of things. 



200 SPECIMENS OF THE CLASSIC POETS* 

Draws less the biting obloquy 

Of man's invidious tongue; 

But swoln satiety 

Fastidious loathing brings, 

The hearer's thoughts quick soar beymid its readi: 

And fiune sheds secret gall 

In citizens with envy stung ^ 

At others' noble deeds: 

Yet better envy, than the tear let fell 

By pity, o'er the ills corruption breeds: 

Then pass not virtue by ; 

In steady justice bold ^. 

The nation's rudder hold; 

Govem'd and guided still; 

And shape thy tongue and will 

On the forge of verity. 

The lightest word that falls from thee, oh king! 
Becomes a mighty and momentous thing: 
O'er many placed as arbiter on high, 
Many thy goings watchflil see; 
Thy ways on every side 
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If 

A host of fiuthful witnesses descry: 

Then let thy liberal temper be thy guide; 

If ever to thine ear 

Fame's softest whisper yet was dear, 

Stint not Ay bounty's flowing tide ; 

Stand at the helm of state : ftill to the gale 

Spread thy wind-gathering saiL 

Friend! let not plausive avarice spread 

Its lures, to tempt thee from the path of fame ; 

For know, the glory of a name 

Follows the mighty dead. 

V. 3, 

Praise lights the beaten road 

Which the departed trod. 

And gilds the speaker's tongue, the poet's lays: 

Not Crsesus' virtue mild decays; 

But hateftd Fame shall ever cling 

To Phalaris, him mercile« of mind. 

Who in the brazen bull's rebellowing void 

Bum'd with the flame his kind: 

Never for him the social roof shall ring 

With sound of harps in descant sweet; 
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Ne'er has his name emplojii'd A 

The tongues of boys, that prattling tales rqieati 

The virtuous, deed 

Is honour's highest meed: 

That deed's recorded fame ''^ 

Next touches widi delight the human ear:. 

The man that thus shall act and hear, , 

May the crown of glory daim, :; 



'i, 



^nomam^fif. 



ONOMACRITUS. 

UNDER THE I^AJjIE OF O^PHKUS, 
Bef. Of. 516. 



THE ARGONAUTICS. 
LITHICS: OR POEMS ON THE VIRTUES OF STONB& 

EnglUh Trantlatmrs (of the Ifymna and FragmenU) : 
DODD, TAYLdft, POLWBELE. 



Onomacbetus -was a priest and soothsayer of 
Athens. He professed to be in possession of 
certain oracular verses of the poet Musaeus ; which 
he difipensed to the people for a peoiniary emcdu- 
ment He was in high favour with Hipparcl^us: 
but, being charged by L^us, a poet and philoso- 
fher of Hermione^ with issuing forged oracles, he 
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was banished. He afterwards made one of the 
deputation from the princes of Thessaly, sent to 
the Persian king, for the purpose of inviting the 
invasion of Greece ; and he is said to have pre- 
dieted to Xerxes that be would throw a bridge 
over the Hellespont : a prophecy which naturally 
tended to its own accomplishment He is thou^t 
to be the real author of the poems ascribed to 
Orpheus. * The probability is that he was in pos- 
session of certain genuine Orphic fragments, 
which he used as the ground-work of his fiibri- 
cation. 

It is pleasant enough, that any classical enthu- 
siast should have been found, to believe that these 
poems are the identical productions of the genuine 
Orpheus; whose sera is placed at Bef. Ch. 1260. 
In the Argonautics, the supposed Orpheus speaks 
of having " trod the dark way of Tsenarus into 
hell, for the sake of his spouse, trusting to his 
harp." That Orpheus believed this himself, will 
not be contended; nor is it very likely that he 
should attempt to make others believe it. It 
is the evident growth of fabling tradition, and 
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has the stamp of recency on the very fece 
of it 

It is not, however, surprising, that the antique 
air of the Argonautics should have imposed on 
many. They resemble the first simple outline of 
an epic poem; the first rough attempt to record in 
verse an heroic action. The poem is almost desti- 
tute of poetic art, as far as regards the conduct of 
the fable. It is a mere diary of adventures, with- 
out complicated interest, and without the intricate 
display of powerfiil passion. The narration is 
told in the person of Orpheus himseli^ naturally, 
and unambitiously; and is plieasing from its art- 

m 

lessness. The poet does little more than describe; 
but he describes forcibly: and has wdil imitated 
the strong and grand simplicity of a rude bard. 
The cave of Chiron is a fine romantic picture ; 
and the sudden appearance of the king of Colchos, 
in his chariot, with his two daughters, is con- 
ceived with uncommon spirit and splendour of 
fincy. 

What part Onomacritus may have had in the 
construction of the Hymns, which he promulgated 
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as Orphean, it were impossible to say: but, as 
hymns are among the first essays of barbarous 
poetry, and are more easily perpetuated than any 
other, firom the sacredness and fi'equency of reli- 
gicms rites, it is very probable that parts of these 
hymns belong to the genuine Orphic era. Cer- 
tainly, their style is still more ancient than that 
of the Argonautics, The shorter ones are mere 
invocations, made up of titular attributes, and 
adapted to certain sacrificial ceremonies. Some 
passages among the Orphic fragments embrace a 
sublime and mystical theology, which seem con- 
nected with a period, when the unity of the object 
of worship was still kept in view, through all its 
divisions and ramifications among the parts of 
nature. Others are judged to have been interpo- 
lated by the pious fraud of Jewish, or Christian, 
theologians. Though that several of the ancient 
theogonists and philosophers had access to the 
Judaical records, has been supported by many 
presumptive arguments, drawn firom their systems 
and writings. The poems on stones are curious 
monuments of an old Greek superstition, common, 
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also, with the Arabians, which ascribes to gems 
certain healing virtues and magical properties*^ 
They have not so ancient a cast as the other 
poems. 



ONOMACRITUS. 



From the ArgonauUcs. 

VISIT OF THE ARGONAUTS 
TO THE CAVB OP CBlRON THE CENTAVH> 



JL HEN with a whistling breeze did Juno fill the sail, 
^nd ArgOy self-impell'd, shot swifl before the gale. 
rhe kings with nerve and heart the oar unwearied plied ; 
Ploughed by the keely foam'd white th' immeasurable tide. 
But when from Ocean's streams the sacred dawn ap- 

pear'dy 
And morning's pleasant light both Gods and mortals 

cheered; 
Then, from the shore, the rocks and windy summits high 
Of wood-topt Pelion rear'd their beacon midst the sky. 
The helm, with both his hands, the pilot Tiphys held ; 
The vessel cut the wave, with quiet course impelPd ; 
Then swift they near*d th6 shore ; the wooden ladder cast^ 
And forth the heroes leap'd, relieved from labours past.' 

TOL. I. Y 
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Then to the circling throng the horseman Peleus cried ; 
** Mark, friends! yon shadowing crag, midway the moun- 
tain side : 
There Chiron dwells, most just of all the Centaur race ; 
That haunt high Pelion's top ; a cave his dwelling-place. 
He there awards the right, or heals the body's pains ; 
And chaunts to neighbouring tribes, oracular, his strains. 
To Phosbus' chorded harp the laws, in wisdom, sings. 
Or Hermes' hollow lute, of shell sonorous, strings ; 
And therefore Thetis came, with silver feet, to trace 
High Pelion's waving woods, my babe in her embrace ; 
And here to Chiron's hands the new-born infant brought, 
To cherish with a father's eye, and rear witb prudent 

thought. 
Indulge my longing, friends ! with me the cavern tread ; 
To mark how fares my boy; how gifled, and how 

bred." 
He trod the beaten path ; we follow'd where he led. 
We enter'd straight a grot, of gloomy twilight shade ; 
There, on a lowly couch, the Centaur huge was laid. 
At length unmeasured stretch'd his rapid legs were 

thrown. 
And, shod with horny hoofs, reclin'd upon the stone. 
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The boy Achilles stood, erect, beside the sire ; 
And smote with pliant hand the spirit-soothing lyre. 
But, when the Centaur saw the noble kipgs appear, 
He rose with courteous act, and kiss*d, and brought them 

dainty cheer. 
The wine in beakers served ; the branchy couches spread 
With scattered leaves, and placed each guest upon his bed. 
In dishes rude the flesh of boars and stags bestow'd ; 
While draughts of luscious wine in equal measure flow'd. 
But now, when food and drink had satisfied the heart. 
With loud, applauding hands they urged my minstrel art : 
That I, in pontest match'd against the Centaur sire, 
Should, to son^^ wide-famed strain, attune the ringing l3nre» 
But I, averse, forbore in contest to engage. 
And blush'd, that youth should vye with more experienced 

Till Chiron joined the wish ; himself prepared to sing; 
And forced me to contend, reluctant, on the string* 
Achilles stretch'd his band, and gave the beauteous sheU, 
Which Chiron took, bjoA ^ang the Centaur combat fell : 
How them the Lapithae for daring outrage slew ; 
How, mad with strength of wine, 'gauqist Hercules they 

flew; 
And him, on Pholoe's mount, to stubborn conflict drew. 

p2 
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I next the lute received, of echo sweet and shrill. 
And bade my breathing lips their honour'd song distil. 
In dark and mystic hymn I sang of Chaos old. 
How the disparted elements in round alternate rolled ; 
Heaven flow'd through boundless space ; and earth her 

teeming train 
Fed from her ample breast, and deep in whirlpools heaved 

the main. 
I sang of elder Love, who, self-sufficing, wrought 
Creation's differing forms with many-counselPd thought. 
Of baneful Saturn next ; and how the Heaven above 
Fell with its regal sway to thunder-launching Jove. 
I sang the younger Gods, whence rose their various birth, 
How spread their separate powers through sea and air and 

earth. 
Of Brimus, and of Bacchus last, and giants' mystic fame, 
And whence man's weaker race arose, of many-nation'd 

name. 
Through winding cavities, that scoop'd the rocky cell, 
Willi tone sonorous thrill'd my sweetly vocal shell. 
High Pelion's mountain heads, and woody vallies round, 
And all his lofty oaks remurmur'd to the sound. 
His oaks uprooted rush, and all tumultuous wave 
Around the darken'd mouth of Chiron's hollow cave. 
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The rocks re-echo shrill ; the beasts of forest wild 
Stand at the cavern's mouth, in listening trance beguiled : 
The birds surround the den ; and, as in weary rest, 
The^r drop their fluttering wings, forgetful of the nest. 
Amazed the Centaur saw : his clapping hands he beat; 
And stamp'd in ecstasy the rock with hoof 'd and homy 

feet. 
When Tiphys threads the cave, and bids the Minyan 

train 
To hurry swifl on board ; and thus I ceased my strain. 
The Argonauts leap'd up in haste, and snatch*d their arms 

again. 
Then Peleus to his breast his boy, embracing, rears ; 
Kissing his head, and beauteous eyes, and smiling through 

his tears : 
Achilles so was soothed ; and, as J left the cave, 
A leopard's spotted skin, in pledge, the Centaur gave. 
Forth from the den we sprang, down from the mountain 

high ; 
The aged Centaur spread his raised hands towards the sky: 
And call'don all the Gods a safe return to give, 
That famed in ages, yet unborn, the youthful kings might 

live. 
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Descending to the shore, we dimbM the hexk again ; 
Each pres^'d his former benchy and lash'd with oar the 

main ; 
Huge Pelion's mountain swifl receded from our vieWy 
And o'er vast Ocean's g^een expanse lAke foam wlvite- 

chafing flew. 
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IMTSatYIEW OF JEETES WITH THE AE60NAUT8. 



.^biETES with his daughters climb'd their chariot all of 

gold ; 
WhirPd by the steeds, it track'd the plaia, and tow'rds 

the river roll'd ; 
Upon whose reedy banks were sacrifices made ; 
And> xnoor'd beneath those banks, was gliding A^^g^ ^^ 
^etes loqk'd abroad ; the heroes, in his sight. 
Sate, like immortal Gods, in armour glistening bright ; 
But noble Jason chief, of all he look'd upon. 
By Juno graced with hlooia, and height, and gallant bear- 
ing shone* 
Now, to each other near, exchanging looks they start ; 
The^ Argonauts and king feel terror chill their heasl. 
iBetes on his car sate, dreadful to behold, 
Efiulgent as the sun, in robes of blazing gdd ; 
The crown upon Im head was ray'd with ^ikea of flame, 
From his poised Bcejptte^s point a lightning splendour 

came: 
And both his daughters fair were seated at his side ; 
With them he pompous rode in the glory of his pride. 
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Approaching to the ship, he scowls with feorful eyes. 
And threatening stern with thundering voice^ and yell of 

fury cries: 
** Speak, who ye are ; or what the strong compelling 

cause. 
That to the Colchian walls your ship adventuroios draws ? 
Then fear ye not my power ? nor this my peof^e fear ? 
Train'd with the foe to close, nor awed by Mars his 

brandished spear ? ** 
He said, no word was breathed, till Jason silence broke ; 
For Juno courage sent ; and, fierce exclaiming, spoke: 
** No pirates we, nor come to spoil another^s land ; 
In deeds of outrage bold, like many a plundering band : 
But Pelias, Neptune's son, imposed the task on me. 
That with the golden fleece I should lolchos see. 
Nor are my comrades loved of mean inglorious name ; 
All, not unversed in war, from Gods and heroes came : 
But we (far better thus) as guests thy kindness claim." 
He said ; Petes' soul was tost, as by a storm ; 
He roU'd his dreadful eyes o'er each heroic form ; 
And, darkly plotting, mused within his thoughtful breast ; 
Till, pausing long, he thus the Minyan chiefs address'd: 
" If ye to closing fight the warlike Colchians dare. 
And, as ye hope, destroy, ye shall thp booty bear; 
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But, should your scanty band from this my phalanx fly^ 

Your ship in fragments torn, ye all shall surely die. 

But better were it far, that ye my voice obey. 

And choose your ' noblest chief, most form'd for kingly sway; 

Let him achieve, the toils that shall by me be told. 

And bear the prize away ; be his the fleece of gold.'' 

He said 4 and shouting cheer'd his steeds, and back the 

■ ^ariot roll'd. 
Grief seized the Minyans then; for Hercules theysigh*d; 
Nor hoped alone to quell the Colchians' warlike pride. 
And, ohMussBus! now, my strain shall swiftly tell 
What fate of sufferings hard the Minyan race befell ; 
And all the deeds they wrought : how Argus trod the shore; 
(Chalciope, the fair, the youth to Phryxus bore; 
When, on the golden ram, to Colchos Phryxus came; 
Her sire, ^etes, forced the slow-consenting dame ;) 
Fleet from the palace ran, the tidings dread to bring ;' 
The guilty plots of death from that destroyer king : 
And how Medea burn*d, a luckless-wedded maid. 
When Jason's stripling charms her doating eyes survey*d : 
Thus Juno's counsels will'd ; and Venus fired her heart, 
And through her vitals pierced a fury's fatal dart : 
And how he yoked the bulls, whose breathings fiery 

glow*d. 
And with the dragons* teeth the furrow'd acres sow'd: 
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And how the Sparti's living cropy selfHslaini the hero slevy 
Andy victor in the magic strife, his splendid glory grew : 
How softly stole from home the luckless-wedded maid. 
Through darkness of the night, in linen robe arrayed ; 
By Fate to Argo led, and urged by soft desire. 
Nor yet regarding aught her father^s furious ire. 
Round Jason's folded limbs with twining clasp she pressed, 
And bathed his cheeks in tears, and kiss'd his brows and 

breast ; 
No blush restrained her love; enchanted with the flame ; 
She cast her virgin flower away, and modest nuptial shame. 
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From the Jfymm, 



TO THE MOON. 



xIeavenlt Selene ! goddess queen ! that shedd'st abroad 

the light ! 
Bull-homed moon ! air-habiting ! thou wanderer through 

the night ! 
Moon, bearer of the nightly torch ! thou star-encircled 

maid! 
Female, at once, and male the same ; still fresh, and still 

decayed! 
Thou! that in thy steeds delightest, as they whirl thee 

through the sky ! 
Clothed in brightness ! mighty mother of the rapid years 

that fly! 
Fruit-dispenser! araber-visaged! melancholy, yet serene! 
All-beholding! sleep-enamour'd! still with trooping planets 

seen! 
Quiet-loving! who in pleasaunce, and in plenty takest 

delight ! 
Joy-diffusing! fruit-maturing! sparkling ornament of 

night! 
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Swiflly-pacing ! ample-vested! star-bright! all-divining 

maid! 
Come benignant! come spontaneous! with thy starry sheen 

arrayed ! 
Sweedy-shining ! save us^ virgin ! give thy holy suppliants 

aid! 
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FROM THE ORPHIC REMAINS. 



I. 

One self-existent lives: created things 

Arise from him ; and he is all in all. 

No mortal sight may see him ; yet himself 

Sees all that live. He out of good can bring 

Evil to men : dread battle ; tearful woes ; 

He, and no other. Open to thy sight 

Were all the chain of things, could'st thou behold 

The Godhead, ere as yet he step'd on earth. 

My son ! I will display before thine eyes 

His footsteps, and his mighty hand of power. 

Himself I cannot see. The rest is veiled 

In clouds; and ten-fold darkness intercepts 

His presence. None discerns the Lord of men, 

But he, the sole-begotten, of the tribe 

Of old Chaldseans : he, to whom was known 

The path of stars, and how the moving sphere 

Rolls round this earth, in equal circle framed, 

Self-balanced on her centre. *Tis the God, 

Who rules the breathing winds, that sweep around 

The vault of air, and round the flowing swell 
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Of the deep, watery element ; and shows 

Forth, from on high, the glittering strength of flame. 

Himself, above the firmament*8 broad arch, 

Sits, on a throne of gold : the round earth lies 

Under his feet. He stretches his right hand 

To th' uttermost bounds of ocean, and the root 

Of mountains trembles at hb touch ; nor stands 

Before his mighty power. For he, alone. 

All-heavenly is, and all terrestrial things 

Are wrought by him. First, midst, and last, he holds 

With his omniscient grasp. So speaks the lore 

Of ancient wisdom : so the man, who sprang 

Forth from the cradling waters, speaks: who took 

The double tables of the law from God ; 

Other to speak, were impious. Every limb 

I tremble, and my spirit quakes within. 



IT. 
Jove is the first and last ; who th' infant thunder hurl'd ; 
Jove is the head and midst ; the framer of the world , 
Jove is a male; a nymph of bloom immortal, Jove: 
Jove is the base of earth, and starry Heaven above. 
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Jove is the breath of all ; the force of quenchless flame ; 
The root of ocean Jove; the sun -and moon the same. 
Jove is the king, the sire, whence generation sprang ; 
One strength, one Demon, great, on whom all beings 

hang; 
His regal body grasps the vast material round; 
There fire, earth, air, and wave, and day, and night are 

found ; 
Wisdom, first maker, there, and joy-prolific Love ; 
All these concentering fill the mighty frame of Jove. 



III. 

Hear me, thou! for ever whirling round the rolling 

Heavens on high ! 
Thy far-travelling orb of splendour, midst the whirlpools 

of the sky ! 
Hear, effulgent Jove, and Bacchus! father both of earth 

and sea ! 
Sun all-various ! golden beaming ! all things teeming out' 

ofthee! 
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FROM THE LITHICS. 



J. h' immortal Gods will view thee with delight. 
If thou should'st hold the agate, branching bright 
With veins, like many a tree, that rears its head 
In some fair garden, with thick boughs bespread : 
As the tree-agate, thus, to mortals known, 
In part a branchy wood ; in part a stone. 
If on thy oxen*s horns this gem be bound. 
When with the cleaving share 4hey turn the ground ; 
Or on th' unwearied ploughman's shoulder borne. 
Then shall thy furrows spring with thickening com : 
FuU-bosom'd Ceres, with the wheaten crown, 
Shall lean from Heaven, and scatter harvests down. 



3Sacci)^lttiefi(. 



BACCHYLIDES, 



Bef. Ch. 450. 



LYRICAL FRAGMENTS. 



Bacchylides was the nephew of Simonides, and 
was bom in the Isle of Cos. He was a writer of 
hymns and odes. Hiero, king of Sicily, is said 
to have esteemed his Pythian odes above those of 
Pindar. Longinus however asks, " Had you rather 
be Bacchylides than Pindar, in Ijnric poetry ; and 
Ion, in tragedy, rather than Sophocles; because 
Bacchylides and Ion are faultless, florid, and ele* 
gantly phrased; while Pindar and Sophocles set 
every thing in a flame by the burst of their enthu- 
siasm, but often end absurdly in smoke, and have 
VOL. I. C 
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an unhappy fall?" The censure mixed ynth this 
commendation of Sophocles and Pindar seems 
built upon the vulgar notion that all the passages 
in a tragedy or poem should be equally sublime. 
It is somewhere said, that a palace must have its 
passages : a poem, in the same manner, must have 
its inequalities; which are not only unayoidable 
and necessary, but contribute .by their relief to the 
effect of the whole. Yet I have heard an entire 
epic poem condemned, without fiullier investiga- 
tion, on the ground, that a single verse was, as it is 
senselessly termed, prosaic. The critical decisions 
of Longinus are not always philosophical; but his 
judgment of Bacchylides, as a sweet and flowery 
writer, seems to be confirmed by the fragments. 
Ammianus Marcellinus relates that Bacchylides 
was a favourite poet with the emperor Julian. 



BACCHYLIDES. 



ANACREONTIC. 



The goblet's swefet compulsion moves 
iThe soften'd miiid td mdting loves. 
The hope of Vfetius warms the sotll, 
Mingling in Bacchus* gifted bowl; 
Arid buojrant lifts iii lightest kir 
The soaring thoughts of human care* 
Who sips the grape, with single blow 
liays the city's rampine low; 
Mush'd with the visioii of his niind 
He acts the monarch o'er mankind. 
His bright'ning fck>fs hdw gleam on high, 
All bUiiiish'd gold and ivory : 
Com-freight(Bd ships from iEgy^t's shofe 
Waft to his feet the goldefti me: 
Thus, T^hile the fr^fying drau^t h^ sips 
His heart is bounding to his lips. 



62 
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PEACE. 



Peace upon men abundant showers 
Riches of Plenty; honey-breathing flowers 
Of song; on sculptured altars rise 
The yellow fires of sacrifice 
From woolly sheep, and oxen's savoury thighs. 
The youths in sports of naked strength re- 
joice, 
Mingle in social feast, and give the flute a 
voice. 
Round the rings of iron mail 
Their webs the blackening spiders trail; 
And the red rust with eating canker wears 

The two-edged swords, and pointed spears. 
The hollow brazen tubes no longer fill 
The air with clanging echoes shrill: 
Nor soul-embalming slumber flies 
Despoird fi^m human eyes: 
Slumber, that only can impart 
Soft refireshing to the heart. 
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The streets are burthen'd with the pleasant noise. 
The trampled feet, and busy hum 
Of those, that to the banquets come, 
And fervid hymns are sung by troops of blooming 
boys. 



Calltfiittatttfi(. 

CALLISTRATUS 

Bef. Ch. 390. 



ODE ON HARMODIUS. 

EnglUk Trarulators : 
MR WILUAM JONES, BLAND. 



Oallistratus was a dramatic poet of Athens, 
and the rival of Aristophanes in comedy. He is 
thought to be . the author of the national ode^ 
which had been striangely ascribed to Alcaeus; who 
lived eighty years before the event which it com- 
memorates. This ode is a specimen of the ancient 
scolia, or popular convivial songs, in which the 
whole company joined, in alternate parts; and of 
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which a few fragments are preserved by Athenaeus, 
in his Deipnosophists, or Banquet of Sages. 

Although the assassination of Hipparchus gave 
the first shock to the Pisistratic ascendancy, it did 
not, at once, annihilate it; nor was Hipparchus 
himself invested with the supreme power ; but his 
brother Hippias, who continued to exercise the 
functions of government, with a rigour unknown 
before, for the space of three years after the 
murder of Hipparchus. The conspirators them- 
selves fell in the tumult. At the end of this time, 
EKppias was deposed by the family of Alcmseon, 
with the aid of the Spartans, and finally retired to 
the court of Darius : and, twenty years after, ac- 
companied the Persian invasion, and was present 
in the battle of Marathon. 

The Athenians consecrated the memory of Har- 
modius and Aristogeiton, by forbidding any citizen 
to bear their names. Statues of brass were erected 
to their honour. These were carried away by 
Xerxes into Persia; but Alexander recovered 
them, and restored them to Athens. From a pas- 
sage in the ode, it should seem that the minstrel, 



CALLISTRATUS. 233 

who sang it, held in his hand a sword bound with 
myrtle : in allusion to the stratagem of the conspi- 
rators; who, in the branches of myrtle, which 
they carried in the procession of the Panathensean 
festival, concealed their weapons* 



\ 



CALLISTRATUS. 



ODE ON HARMODIUS. 



In myrtles veil'd will I the falchion wear; 

For thus the patript sword 
Harmodius and Aristogeiton bare, 

When they the tyrant's bosom gored; 
And bade the men of Athens be 
Regenerate in equality. 

Oh beloved Harmodius! never 
Shall death be thine, who livest forever! 
Thy shade, as men have told, inherits 
The islands of the blessed spirits; 
Where' deathless live the glorious dead; 
Achilles fleet of foot, and Diomed. 
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In myrtles veil'd will I the Mchion wear; 

For thus the patriot sword 
Harmodius and Aristogeiton bare. 

When they the tyrant's bosom gored 
When, in Minerva's festal rite, 
They closed JEIipparchus' eyes in night 

Harmodius' praise, Aristogeiton's name 
Shall bloom on earth with undecaying &me: 

Who, with the myrde-wreathed sword, 
The tjnrant's bosom gored; 

And bade the men of Athens be 

Regenerate in equality. 



LYCOPHRON. 

Bef. Ch. 304. 



ALEXANDRA OR CASSANDRA. 



KNGUSH TRANSLATOR : MEEN, IN HIS ** REMARKS." 



Lycophron was a native of Chalcis in Euboea; 
and was one of the seven poets, under Ptolemy 
Philadelphus, king of -3Egypt, who were formed 
into the poetical constellation of the Pleiads. 
TThese were Lycophron, Theocritus, Aratus, Ni- 
cander, ApoUonius, Philicus, and Homerus the 
younger. Lycophron died by the wound of an 
arrow. Twenty tragedies of his composition are 
lost. 



238 SPECIMENS OF THS CLASSIC POETS. 

The prophetical rhapsody of Cassandra pro- 
cured for its author the title of the " tenebrous 
poet;" and may well be said to consist of '^ dark 
sayings on the harp." This singular poem is, 
however, the production of decided genius. The 
symbolical language and hieroglyphical painting 
of prophecy are well imitated. The troubled ima- 
gination and agonized mind of Cassandra, occa- 
sionally, break forth in a very pathetic manner; 
and the style is bold and splendid. 



LYCOPHRON. 



PROPHECY 

OF THB DEATH OF HECTOR. 



Now Mjnrina's turrets o'er 
And along the ocean shore 
Sounds are heard of wailing cries, 
Neighings shrill of war-steeds rise. 
When the tawny wolf* his feet, 
With Thessalian swiftness fleet, 
Springing with impetuous leap, 
Presses on the sandy steep; 
Hidden fountains gushing round, 
As he stamps the yielding ground. 

Mars, in war-dance famed, hath stood, 

« 

Blowing shrill the trump of blood. 
All the earth, before mine eyes, 
Drear and desolated lies: 
Lances bristle, and in air 
Iron harvests waviiig glare. 

• Achilles. 
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From the topmost tower I bend; 
Shrieks the height of air ascend : 
Groans are utter'd; garments torn; 
Women o'er the slaughters mourn. 
Woe my heart! to me^ to me 
That the heaviest blow will be; 
That will gnaw my soul to see. 
Lo ! the warlike eagle * come. 
Green of eye, and black of plume : 
Screaming fierce he swooping springs, 
Marks the dust with trailing wings ; f 
Plougher of the fiirroVd sand, 
Sweeping circles track the land. 
With a mix'd and horrid cry, 
See, he snatches him on high ! 
Brother ! to my soul endear'd ! 
Nurseling, by Apollo rear'd ! 
Beak and talon keen deface 
All his body's blooming grace: 
Slaughter-dyed, his native wood 
Reddens with the stain of blood. 

♦ Achilles. f His chariot-wheels. 



Clieoerttufii. 

*MiM^—— — — — I^W^i^— ^^^W— ^^MM— ■■— ^W^«< 

THEOCRITUS. 

Bef. Ch. 982. 



IDYLLS. 
INSCRIPTIONS. 

BimtUh TramliUons 

t 

CREECH, FAWK.EI, POLWHELE. 



Xheocritus was the son of Praxagoras and Phi- 
lina, and a native of Syracuse. He appears, how- 
ever, to have chiefly resided in ^gypt, under * 
the patronage of Ptolemy Philadelphus,^ whose 
eulogium he has composed. He addresses one of 
hi$ Idylls to Aratus, probably the author of the 
Phenomena, with the apparent warmth of friend- 

VOL, I. R 
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ship : and, in another, speaks of his fiiend's loye- 
attachments; which do not plaoe in the purest 
Ught either the morals 6f Aratus or his own. It 
has been supposed that Theocritus was strangled 
by order of Hiero, king of Sicily, in revenge for 
some satirical invectives ; but the passage of Ovid, 
on which the supposition rests, mentions only 
" The S}n*acusan poet;" and it does not follow 
that this was Theocritus. 

The poetry of Theocritus is marked by the 
strength and vivacity of original genius. Every 
thing is distinct, and peculiar : every thing is in- 
dividualized ; and brought strongly and closely to 
the eye and understanding of the reader, so as to 
stamp the impression of reality. His scenes of 
nature, and his men and women, are equally 
striking for circumstance and manners, and may 
equally be described by the epithet picturesque. 
His humour is chiefly shown in the portraiture 
of middle-rank city-life; where it abounds with 
strokes of character that are not confined to an- 
cient times or national peculiarities, but suit all 
ages and all climates. He is not limited to rustic 



TIf£(K;]liTl|9. 249 

or comic dialogue)^ or iAcideoit, bul;, passes with 
equal &dlity tx> refisifid aod elevated subjects ; aad 
thc^y^ who kave h^urd only of the rusticity <if 
ThecKritus, wiU be unexpectedly stnick by the 
delicac^y cif hk thougbls, aad the ridmess. and ele^ 
gggsk^ of his fancy. While aome haT€ made 
QOarsesiess an objectiaii to Theocritus others h»ire 
affected to talk of his assigaing to his goat-herda 
s^Qtijiients above thdbr station : as* if Theocntua 
were not the best judge of d^ii atanners of his own 
countxymen. If , the aUusiana to tafea of mythio^^ 
k>gy be meaikt, thesis wese^ dovbdess, fiuniliait 
in the mouths^ and ourrent in the impfovmsi 
songS} of the pcaasnts of SiQ%« Thqr vho^ in 
cottfivmi^ with the, mawkish laioideni theory of 
pantor^l^ sit in judgment to dsdde whad Idjtts ace^ 
and what are not legitimate pastorals, may be told, 
m the words of Pope on his own pa^rtxNfafa, while 
ironically depreciating them in comparison of 
those of Philips^ to whidi they ^re in fact inferior, 
that if certain IdyUs be not pastorals, they are 
something better. But the term Idyll, among 

R 2 
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theGre^S was miscellaneous and generaL Itde- 
signated what we style Fugitive Poetry; and such 
also, among the Latins, are the Eidyllia of Qaa- 
dian and Ausonius. Thus, in Theocritus, besides 
the country eclogue, we fin^ under the title of 
Idyll, the dramatic town-eclogue; the epithala- 
mium; the panegjnic; and the tale of heroic 
mythology. The coarse indecency of allusion, in 
some passages, may be otgected to with bettar 
Teason : not as unsuitable to that innocence of an 
ideal golden age, which has been foolishly thought 
essential to pastoral ; for the only pastoral,* thut 
has either value or intelligible meaning, is, pro- 
perly, a representation of common life rural man- 
ners, and rural scenes, as they are ; but these pas- 
sages are objectionable in every sense. They show 



• The finest npecimeus of modern pastoral, with which I am 
acquainted, are the poems of ** Michael'' and *' The Brothers" 
by Mr. Wordsworth. They are, on all accounts, so eminently 
beautiful, that it is deeply to be regretted that Mr. Wordsworth 
did not complete a series of pastoral poems, descriptive of 
scenes from mountain life, and illustrative of the rustic habits 
and affections. 
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character indeed; but it is character that were 
better hidden : the depraved grossness of manners 
corrupted, and of human nature degenerated. 



THEOCRITUS* 



THE GOATHERD. 



1 GO ta pipe i^y Amaryllis' praise; 

My flock of goats upon the mountain strays, 

And Tityrus drives them: let them browze the 

hill. 
My d9.rling boy ! and lead them to the riU^ 
But that wbite buck beii^are, in Afric bred, 
For fear he gore th^ with his butting head. 

Sweet AmiurylUs ! why, no lopger laid 
AU at ihy hagdkf beneath this cave's cool shade, 
Do you not lisp me fondly, as of late. 
Your lit^e love? or am I, now, ypur hate? 
Seem I a fl^t'^nosed Satyr, with long beard, 
Coy damsel? ah! thus flouted, scom'd^ andjeer'd. 
The noose will surely end me. Look! for thee 
I bring jten aj^^, gather'd from the tree: 
I puU'd them in the veyy grove where thou 
Didst hid me pull them; and will strip the bou^ 
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Of others, when the morrow paints the sky: 
Look on my bosom's aches with melting ^e. 
Oh ! would I might become a hmnming bee 
To pierce thy grot, invisible to thee; 
Creep midst the fillet that thy hair inweaves, 
And whisper through its fern and ivy-leaves! 
Now know I Love: a cruel God, who press'd' 
With sucking lips the lioness's breast; 
Rear'd by that mother in some savage wood, 
He thrills my marrow; he consumes my blood. 
Oh gem ! oh soft-eyed maid, of blackest brow, 
Thy clinging arms around thy shq)herd throw: 
That he thy pouting lips may closely kiss; 
E'en in an empty kiss there breathes of bliss. 
You'll force me, piece-meal, the torn wreath to 

strew 
Dear Amaryllis ! which I kept for you ; 
Where ivy tendrils green their foliage wind. 
With rose-briar buds, and fragrant parsley twin'd. 
Oh ! woe is me ! whose destiny is run ! 
Wilt thou not hear me? why am I undone? 
Stript of my gaberdine of skins, I'll leap 
From yon high cliff down headlong in the deep. 
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Where fisher Olpis eyes the tunny brood; 
'Twill please thee that I tumbled in the flood, 
Though scaped my death. When late I sought to 

find 
From the herb long'love, if my girl were kind, 
I crush'd the leaf; .no crackling sound replied ; 
The kaf beneath my elbow usdess dried. 
A fortune-telling crone late held my fee, 
And shook the sieve, and cull'd the grain for me: 
She told me, I should fidl in headlong love; 
But no return, save slighting sccnm, I prove. 
Lo! a white goat, that teem'd with kids, for thee 
I keep, which Memnon's daughter begg'd of me; 
Brown Erithacis : hers shall be the prize; , 
Since I am mock'd in Amaryllis' eyes. 
My right eye leaps ; shall I behold the maid ? 
rU sing, reclined beneath. this pine-tree shade: 
And she may see me, listening to my x:hant, 
For sure her bosom is not adamant. 
" Hippomanes, who sought a maid's embrace, 
^* Drop'd apples firom his hand, and won the race; 
" How Atalanta look'd, by passion moved, 
" How madly doated, and how deeply loved! 
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<< From Othfjfi' mount the seer Melampus drove 

«< The herd to Pylosp as the dower of love; 

*< Thus Bias sped; and with her graceful charms 

*^ Amphesiboea's mother bless'd his arms. 

*^ Did not Adonis, as he fed his sheep^ 

<^ Charm lovely Venus on the mountain steep? 

<^ Glow'd not her brain, delirious, with hi^ charms, 

*^ Nor, eVn in death,* she loos'd him from her arms? 

^< Envied by me did fair Endymion close 

^^ His eydids in unchangeable repose; 

*^ And, oh beloved maid! with envious eyes 

•* I view lasion's bridal mysteries; ^ 

•* While he, alone of mortals, could obtain 

" Celestial joys, denied to ear profane." 

What shooting pangs distract my head: away! 
Thou carest not: no more I'll trill the lay: 
Here will I stretch my liml>s for wolves to eat; 
This to thy palate were as honey sweet* 
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THE SYBACUSAN GOSSIPS, 
OR HOLYDAY-MAKSRS, 

The Scene is at Alexandria in Bglfpt. 



OoRGO. Ho! is Praxinoe within? 

EuNOE. Dear Gorgo ! 
How Iiite you are) she is witihin. 

Praxtnoe. I wonder 
Tbat you are coHie at last. Quick, Eunoe, bring 
A seat, and place a cushion. 

^ EuNOE. 'Tis all right. 

GoBOo. Breatiiofmybody! I have scarce escaped 
Alive to you, Praxinoe; tiirough such crowds 
Of peojde, a»d of chariots ! every where 
Clatterii]^ <rf' «boes, and whisk t)f soldier^ cloaks, 
And such tt weary way; and you are lodged 
At such a distance ! 

Praxinoe. Why that wise-acre 
Has found me out a den, and not r house^ 
At the world's end, for fear we i^ould be neigh- 
4x)UFs: 
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My constant plague; and all for spite and envy 
He thwarts me thus! 

GoRGO, Mother of Venus ! softly ! 
The little one is by ; speak not so freely 
Of your good husband : Madam, do but look 
How the brat eyes you ! 

Pbaxinoe. That's a good, brave boy ! 
Pretty Zopyrion! I'm not q>eaking, love^ 
Of your good dad. 

GoujGK). By Proserpine, the child 
Has scent of it. No, dad is good. 

Praxinoe. That person 
Some time ago, (we'll $peak of all as happening 
Some time ago,) he was to bring me rouge. 
And nitre, from a shop; when home he came 
With salt, forsooth ! an overgrown, long looby ! 
GoRGO. And, troth, my own good man has 
these same pranks; 
A very sieve for money: yesterday. 
He buys me, at seven drachmas, five old fleeces 
From backs of rotten sheep ; as coarse as dogs' hair; 
Such riff-raff! refuse all, and good for nothing. 
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But come— come; take your clasp'd robe, and 

your scarf, 
And let's away to Ptolemy's rich palace 
And see Adonis: there's a stately show, 
I hear, preparing by the queen. 

Praxinoe. Yes, yes; 
With grand ones, all is grand. Now as you've 

seen 
And heard, do tell me all you've heard jmd seen^ 
For I see nothing. 

GoRGo. Nay, nay, tis fidl dine 
That we should, e'en, be going: they, who've 

leisure, 
Should make the most of holydap. 

Praxinoe. Some water: 
Quick, fetdi it, Eunoe : you've grown dainty, jadef 
Here; place it, wench : << cats love to sleep' ori 

cushions :** 
Come; stir yourself: the water: I must wash 
Before I go : see how the daudle brings it I 
Well, pour away; soft! soft! you pour away, 
Girl ! with a veageance ! see, you giddy dut ! 
How you have wetted all my robe ! there — ^hol<f f - 
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Thank Heaven, I'm wash'd however. Whereat 

the key 
Of the great chesi? go, Eunoe, bring it hither. 
GoRGO. Praxinoe^ I vow, that robe with clai^ 
Becomes you mistily. What might it cost 
When in the piece? 

Pbaxikoe. Oh GoTgo ! do not ask me \ 
More than two pounds of silver, and the making 
W^as near the death of me ! 

GoRGO. 'Tis made^ however; 
And to yom- mind, at last 

Praxinoi;. Why, yes, indeed: 
You have well said : it does, I think, become me. 
Now quick my scarf and parasol : stay, girl, 
Set the folds tidy. Child ! I cannot take you; 
Hobgoblin is abroad; the horses bite: 
Cry, as you may, I will not have you crippled. 
Let's go. Pray, Phrygia ! mind the little one. 
And try divert him. Stop— call in the dog: 
Mind, shut the street-door after us. Good Gods! 
Here is a crowd ! when we shall pass, or howj 
I'm quite at my wits' end ! they're thick as ants. 
Well — Ptolemy ! thou tread'st thy father's steps: 
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His good deeds made a God of him ; and now 
Folks may pass safdy in a crowds without 
Those rogues' tricks, and sly gypsey practices^ 
Which cheats and sharp^i^ used to practise on us: 
All rogues alike, playilig at &st and loose, 
And hustling for one's money. Dearest Gorgo! 
What will become of us ? See the king's troopers ! 
Look, look, that chestnut horse rears bolt upright! 
What a wild, furious beast ! run, Eunoe ! run, 
Out of his way ! hell break his rider's neck 
I was in luck to leave the child at .home ! 
GoRGo* Take heart, Praxinoe: we have past 
than^ now ; 
The/ve gallop'd towards the country. 

Pbakinoe. Thank my stars I 
I can take breath i^din! a horse and imake 
I never could abide, quite from a girl. 
Come; make a push: what a throng presses out 
Upcoi us. 

GoRGo. From the hall, good mother? 

Old Woman* Aye, 
Good daughter. 

GoRGd. Can we get ui easily? 
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Old Woman. The Greeks, sweet wench, got 
Troy, by trying for't; 
All's got by trying. 

GoRGo. There the old witch goes, 
With her wise saws and soothsajdngs. These 

women 
Seem to know every thing. They'll tell us, how 
Jove kiss'd his wife. See, see, Praxinoe! 
What crowds about the gate! 

Praxikoe. My stars! immense! 
Here, Gorgo, give your hand in mine ; and you, 
Eunoe, hold Eutychis by hers: mind, girl. 
And stick close to her, or you'll sure to be lost: 
Let's all push in, at once: mind, Eunoe, stick 
Close to us: lack-a-day ! there goes my veil ! 
Look, Gorgo! torn in two! my dear, good man. 
Heavens bless you, do not tear my scarf as 
well! 
First Man. 'Tis not my fault, dear Madam; 
yet I'll take 
What care I can. 

Praxinoe. How the crowd strive and press ! 
Just like a drove of pigs ! 
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F1X8T Man. Take heart, dear Madam! 
We've in, and safe at last. 

Praxinoe. And so^ good Sir, 
May you be safe and sornid, die longest day 
You bare to live. A good, kind gentleman ! 
To take such care of us. Ahl Eunoe's 

squeez'd ! 
Force your way, wench I now, push ! that's bravely 

done. 
Now we're aU in; as said the brid^oom tuck'd 
In bed with his young wife. 

G01&60. Praxinoe, here! 

Look at this ta()estry, first: how finely woven ! 

How elegant! you'd think tbe Gods had woven it ! 

Praxinoe. Holy Minerval bow these weavers 

wo A! 

See, how like paintei% they have wrought the 

hangings 
With pictures large as life ! bow natural 
They stand out; and how natural they move 
Upon the wall-l they kibk alivei, not woven. 
Well I man, it iQust be own'd, is « wise creature. 
Ahl there he is) Adonis! wonderfiil ! 

VOL. I. 8 
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All on a couch of. silver ! see^. the. down 
Seems peeping on his chin I oh sweet Adonis 1 , 
They say, he's loved in heU. 

Second Man. Be > quiet, hussies ! 
Stop that eternal. clack. You prate, and. prate. 
Like two caged turtles, with , that broad splay 
brogue. 
GoRGO. My goodness I who's this fellow? prate 
or not. 
What is it. Sir, to you? You quite. mistake 
Your persons, I believe. None of your airs , 
To us. Belike you think you may talk big 
To Syracusans; but we'd have you know. 
We are from Corinth, Sir: of the same blood 
As was Bellerophon : our dialect 
Pelopponnesian : let the Dorians speak 
The Doric brogue; 'tis none of ours, believe me. 
Praxinoe. Sweet Proserpine ! I'd send the 
fellow packing 
That dared crow over me : unless, indeed. 
My husband: you may threaten. Sir; but I 
Will not be cufPd, depend on't, 

GoRGo. Hush ! Praxinoe ; 
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The Grecian woman's daughter's going to sing 
About Adonis: she that sings so finely : 
In plaintive airs, they say, she rivals Sperchis: 
Her song will be most charming; that I know; 
Now, watch her die-away soft look; she'll sing. 

GREEK GIRL singS, 

Oh Venus! swimming all in gold! oh queen, 
That lovest the Golgian groves, Idalia's green! 
And steep, o'er-hanging Eryx' mountain scene ! 
In the twelfth moon the Hours, soft-footed, glide, 
And bring, fi-om Acheron's perennial tide, 
Thy own Adonis: slow the Hours may roam. 
Yet come with blessings, when at last they come. 
Oh daughter of Dione I thou hast given 
To Berenice charms that bloom of Heaven; 
Pour'd dews ambrosial in her mortal breast, 
And bid her live^ among immortals blest. 
Arsinoe now, her grateftil daughter, fair 
As Helen' self, repays thee for thy care. 
Oh graced with mfmy names ! with miany shrines I 
Deck'd by her hands thy own Adonis shines. 

s 2 
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For him each tree the season's fimitage sheds; 
From silver baskets breathe the garden beds; 
Vases of gold drop Syrian unguents rotoid; 
And cakes of snowy meal with flowers are crown'd; 
Smooth-kneaded on the board, with female toil, 
Of luscious honey, and of liquid oil. 
Here birds and reptiles haunt; while anise weaves 
Its green festoons, and bowers them in its Itoves. 
Small Cupids, perch'd like nightingales on h^h, 
Vault midst the boughs, and, poised, their pinions try. 
Oh ebony I oh gold ! and ivory white ! 
Oh eagles, bearing, in your upward flight, 
The youthfid cup-bearer of Jove! behold, 
Softer than sleep, the purple carpets roIPd; 
The weaver of Miletus this might say. 
This tribute might the Samian shepherd pay. 
For the soft pair behold the couches spread; 
Here Venus, there Adonis, gilds the bed; 
Adonis, with his rose-tipp'd arms, now seen 
In bridegroom bloominess of fair eighteen ; 
His ruddy lips just ripening into bliss. 
Impressing smooth the soft and beardless kiss. 
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Th^ now let Venus with her bridegroom wooe ; 
But throngs of maidens, with the morning dew, 
ShaU to the frothy waves his image bear, 
With trailing vestures and dishevell'd hair; 
And thus begin the song, with bosoms bare: 
" Thou passest, dear Adonis ! to and fro 
To th' upper stream, from Acheron below: 
No other demi-god has thus return'd; 
Atrides; Ajax, that with madness burn'd; 
Hector, of Priam's sons the proudest joy ; 
Patroclus; Pjnrrhus, who subverted Troy; 
Deucalion's race; or Lapithse of old; 
Or Pelops' flower; or those, of stem Pelasgian 

mould : 
Still smile, Adonis ! bless each future year ! 
Thou kind appearest now; thus ever kind 

appear ! " 

GoRGO. You'llown,Praxinoe, that a woman, too, 
Is a wise creature. What a blessed lady ! 
What knowledge is within that little head! 
And so sweet-voiced too ! But 'tis time for home. 
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My good man has not dined : you know his temper; 
So cross and choleric ! I'd not have you meet him, 
Ere he has stajr'd his stomach. Dear Adonis! 
Now fieure thee well! joy go with thy procession! 
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EFITHALAMIUM OF HELEN. 



In Sparta once the nuptial chorus flowed, 
Where Menelaus, yeUow-hair'd, abode: 
Twelve virgins, noblest of the city, there 
Braided with blooming hyacinth their hair: 
The pride of all the Spartan maids were they, 
Who to the painted chamber raised the lay. 
When Atreus' younger son the damsel bore, 
The bride, dear Helen, and had closed the 

door; 
They in one strain brake sweetly forth ; and beat 
Lightly ihe ground with inter-twining feet. 
The mansion echoed from its roofi around 
The wedding song, with hymeneal sound: 
*^ Dost thou, dear bridegroom ! to thy chamber 
flee 
In twilight eve, and weary bows thy knee? 
Slumber thy eyelids? art thou bathed in wine. 
That, early thus, thy limbs in rest recline? 
Thou might'st have rested at ihore timely hour, 
And left the virgin in her mother's bower. 
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To sport, a maiden with lier fellow maids. 
Till day-break glimmer'd through the twilig^ 

shades. 
For thine at eve, at mom, her bridal charms. 
And gliding years shall find her in thine arms. 
Oh happy bridegroom ! when thy feet had stood 
On Spartan soil, where rival princes wooed; 
Some sneeze, well-omen'd, met thee on thy way, 
The blest assurance of this blissful day. 
Rival tp thee no demi-god may prove^ 
Whose bride's great father is Satumian Jove: 
Jove's beauteous daughter now reclines with theey 
And rests beneath the self-same canopy. 
Like her, no Grecian damsel treads on earth. 
And great, if like herself, shall prove her infant 

birth. 
Full three-score girls, in sportive flight we stray'd, 
Like youths anointing, where along the glade 
The baths of cool Eurotas limpid play'd. 
But none, of all, with Helen might compare, 
Nor one seem'd faultless of the fairest fair. 
As mom, with vermeil visage, looks from high. 
When solemn night has vanish'd suddenly; 
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When winter melts, and frees the frcxBen hours. 
And spring's green bough is gemm'd with silvery 

flowers : 
So bloom'd the virgin Helen in our eyes, 
With full voluptuous limbs, and towering size: 
In shape, in height, in stately presence &ir. 
Strait as a furrow gliding from the share; 
A cypress of the gardens, spiring high, 
A courser in the cars of Thessaly. 
So rose-complexion'd Helen charm'd the sight; 
Our Sparta's grace, our glory, and delight 
None with such art, the basket at her side. 
The needle's picturing threads, inventive, plied: 
So cross'd the woof ; the sliding^ shuttle threw; 
And wove the web in vari^ated hue. 
Or when across the lyre her hand she flings. 
And Pallas, broad of breast, or Dian sings : 
None in the minstrel's craft with Helen vyes, 
And all the Loves are laughing in her eyes. 
Oh &ir! oh graceful damsel! but thy name 
Is now a matron's, and no more the same. 
We, by die dawnlight's blush, in bounding speed 
Will print the verdure of the leafy mead : 
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And, in remembrance of our Hden, wreathe 
Chafdets of dewy .flowers, that fragrant breathe; 
And long for thee, as longs the yeanling lamb 
To drain the milky nectar of its dam. 
We, first, a crown of creeping lotus twine, 
And on a shadowy plane suspend, as thine; 
Wc, first, beneath the shadowy plane distill 
From silver^ vase the balsam's liquid rill; 
Graved on the bark the passenger shall see^ 
Adore me, traveller! I am Helen's tree! 
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THE YOUNG HERCULES. 



It chanced upon a time, when Hercules 
Was ten months old, him with his brother-twin, 
The younger by a night, when freshly bathed, 
And suckled full with milk, Alcmena placed 
Within the brazen shield Amphitryon stripped 
From Pteleraus, when he fell in fight 
Then the feir woman, touching with her hand 
The head of both the infants, whisper'd thus : 
" Sleep, oh my boys! a gentle sleep: the sleep 
That wakes again: s|eep, sweetest souls ! dear twins! 
Sleep, happy brothers! happy till the dawn!" 
She spoke, and rock'd the ample shield; and 
them 
Sleep overcame. But, when in middle night 
The Bear tum'd westering, near Orion's star, 
And he his shoulder broad display -d in heavai, 
Hien, brooding many mischiefi, Juno sent 
Two heinous monsters: rustling, as they rolPd, 
On azure spires, they, ^twixt the hollow chinks 
Of the wide mansion's gate-posts, glided ii^ ^ 
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Athwart the threshold, goaded by her threats, 
There to devour the mfant Hercules. 
They, grovelling on the earth, still roll'd along 
On their blood-pamper'd bellies: as th^y wenl^ 
They shot a flame malignant from their eye£^ 
And dropp'd a poisonous foam. But when tbey 

came 
Close nigh the babes, with forky-quivering tongue 
Licking their gaping jaws, both waked at onpe; 
Alcm^na's doling children; both, at once^ 
Sprang up awake; for they were in the eye 
Of all-o'erseeing Jove : and sudden light 
Flash'd through the chamber. One shriek'd out 

aloud, 
Feeling the noxious snakes, that slippeiy crept 
Within the hollow buckler's rim, and scared 
At their grim &ngs: so struggling with his feet 
He discomposed the soft and woollen cloak, 
And spurn'd it loose from off him, and was fain 
To fly. The other faced them full, and seized 
With straining grasp, and bound them hard in 

knots, 
Squeezing the serpents* necks, abhorr'd of heaven* 



THEOCRITUS. 269 

Where lu!rk'd the heinous poison. They their spiresr 
Coil'd round the later bom and sucking babe, 
Who ne'er with tears had wet his ndrse's breast; 
And loosed again their wtithing folds, and shrank 
With agonizing scales, and strove to slip 
From the constraining knot; Alcmena heard 
The tilmult, and, first waking, sadden cried: 
*< Rise^ my Amphitryo; for a shivering lear 
Seizes upon me: rise; nor wait to bind 
The sandals en thy ibeU Dost thoii not hear 
Our yoiui^est son, how loud his cries? and lo! 
Discern'st thou not, that in untimely night 
The walls are visible, as in the shine 
Of the dear morning? something, husband dearl 
Something of strange and c{ miraculous 
Is now within our dwelling: yea, even now/* 

She said; and he^ compljring with his spouse^ 
Descended fi*om the bed, and reach'd his hand 
To grasp in haste his high-wrought sword, that still 
Close at the cedar-firamed couch's head, 
Hung on a nail: he snatch'd the twisted thong, 
And, with his left hand, drew the scabbard off 
Fram'd of the lote-tree. Suddenly again 
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Thie chamber sank in gloom: then loud he caU'd 
The 'menials, breathing hard in simnbers deep: 
^< Snatch quick a burning firebrand from the hearth, 
My servants! — ^haste, unbar your doors, and'rise^ 
My trusty servants!" so he calPd aloud; 
And straight the menials came, each in his hand 
A flaming torch; and all the house was fill'd 
With the wide-hastening throng. They, wh^i they 

saw 
The little Hercules, who firmly grasp'd 
The two huge serpents in his straining hands, 
Shriek'd out : but he stretch'd in Amphitryon's view 
The gasping snakes; and, in his joy, leaped up 
Like a young child; and laughingly before 
His father's feet cast the fell monsters down, 
Lethargic now in death. Alcmena laid 
The froward Iphicles upon her breast; 
The whilst Amphitryo placed the other babe 
Beneadi the fleecy cloak: and sought again 
The bed, which he had left, and broken sleep. 
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INSCRIPTION. 
A VOW TO PBIAPUS. 



Oh goatherd ! wind adown that village road, 
Where oaks are growing. Thou wilt find beyond 
A new-carved fig-tree image. Though three-legg'd, 
BarkM with rough rind, and ear-less, know, the 

God, 
Genial Priapus, speeds the soft designs 
Of Venus. He is circled, where he stands. 
With a fair chiapel; and a running brook. 
As clear it sparkles firom the rock, looks green 
With myrtles, bays, and aromatic boughs 
Of cypress-trees ; and there a branchy vine 
Spreads broad its. clusters. Blackbirds of the spring 
Re-echo shrill their varied whistling pipe; 
And tawny nightingales, perch'd opposite. 
Strain their sweet throats, with soft, low-gurgled 

tone. 
Sit, therefore, in that spot; and pray the God, 
Gracious Priapus, that I might abhor 
The love for Daphne. Promise at my hand 
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A goodly kid ; but, if he still deny, 
Three victims I devote in sacrifice; 
A heifer, and a shagged goat, and lamb 
Fed in the stall; and may the God be kind! 



Status. 



ARATUS, 

Bef. Ch. 27T. ^ 



PHENOMENA. 



£lfOUIH TRANBL4VOR t JABEZ HVOUtt. 



Aratus was a native of Soli, a town on the sea- 
coast of Cilicia, iii the Lesser Asia. He was 
educated under Dionysius Heracleotes, the stoic 
philosopher. His learning acquired him. the patro- 
nage of Antigonus Gonatas, king of Macedon, 
who appointed him his physician. He was inti- 
mate with Theocritus. Exdusive of his astrono- 
mical poem, he wrote hynms, inscriptiotis, and 
other pieces, now lost* 

VOL. I. T 
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The poem of Aratus was in great esteem, both 
with the Greeks and Romaot^ and was translated 
into Latin by the celebrated Germanicus, and by 
Cicero; some of whose version is extant in his 
works. It is perfectly simple and inartificial; 
containing little more than a description of the 
constellations, as they are painted on the celestial 
globe ; and of the several appearances of the moon 
and stars, as indicative of atmospheric changes : 
though, where he digresses to general nature, and 
in particular to the instincts of animals, he dis- 
plays, not merely accurate observation, but that 
faculty of colouring objects which is peculiar to the 
true poet; and we find that Virgil has availed 
himself of these passages with his usual discern- 
ment of excellence. Aratus is quoted by St. Paul, 
in his oration to the Athenians on Mars's hill: 
Acts xvii. 28. " For in him we live, and more, 
and have our being ; fas certain also of your own 
poets have scad;) for we are also his ofi&pring." 



ARATUS 



PROEM 
TO THE*PH.«NOMENA. 



From Jove begin my song; nor ever be 
The name unntter^d: all are fall of thee; 
The ways, and hawits of men; the havens, and the 

sea* 
On thee our bemg hangs; m thee we move; 
All are thy oi&prmg, and the seed of Jove. 
Benevolent, he warns mankind to good, 
Urges to toil, and prompts the hope of food. 
He shows when best the yielding globe will bear 
The goaded oxen, and the cleaving share. 
He shows what seasons smile, to delve the plain. 
To set the plant, or sow the scatter'd grain. 
'Twas he, that placed those glittering signs on high, 
Those stars, dispersed throughout the circling sky; 
From these the seasons and the times appear, 
The labours, and the harvests of the year. 

t2 
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Hence men to him their thankful homage raise, 
Him, first and last, their theme of joy and praise. 
Hail, Father! wondrous! whence all blessings 

spring! 
Thyself the source of every living thing ! 
Oh of mellifluous voice ! ye Muses, hear ! 
And, if my prayer may win your gracious ear, 
Your inspiration, all ye Muses, bring. 
And aid my numbers, while the stars I sing. 
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PROGNOSTICS OF WEATHER. 



Be this the sign of wind: with rolling sweep 
High swells the sea; long roarings echo deep 
From billow-breaking rocks; shores murmur shrill, 
Thou^ calm from storm, and howls the topmost 

hill. 
The heron with unsteady motion flies, 
And shoreward hastes, with loud and piercing cries; 
Borne o'er the deep, his flapping pinions sail. 
While air is ruffled by the rising gale. 
The coots, that wing through air serene their way, 
'Gainst coming winds condense their close array. 
The diving cormorants and wild-ducks stand. 
And shake their dripping pinions on the sand : 
And ofl;, a sudden cloud is seen to spread. 
With length'ning shadow, o'er the mountaui's 

head. 
By downy-blossom'd plants, dishevell'd-strown, 
And hoary thistles' tops, is wind foreshown : 
When, those behind impelling those before, 
On the still sea they slowly float to shore. 
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Watch summer thmiders break, or lightnings fly, 
Wind threatens from that quarter of the sky ; 
And, where the shooting stars, in gloomy night, 
Draw through the heavens a track oi snowy light, 
E^ect the coming wind : but, if in air 
The meteors cross, shot headlong here and there, 
From various points observe the winds arise^ 
And thwarting blasts blow diverse from the skies. 
When lightnings in the North and South i^ypear, 
And East, and West, the mariner should fear 
Torrents of air, and foamings of the main ; 
These numerous lightnings flash o'er floods of rain. 
And oft, when showers are threatening from on 

high, 
The clouds, like fleeces, hang beneath the sky : 
Girding heaven's arch, a double rainbow bends, 
Or, round some star, a black'ning haze extends. 
The birds of marsh, or sea, insatiate lave, 
And deeply plunge, with longings for the wave. 
Swift o'er the pool the fluttering swallows rove, 
And beat their breasts the rufiled lake above. 
Hoarse croak the fathers of the reptile brood, 
Of gliding water-snakes the fearfiil food : 
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At break of day, the desert-haunting owl 

Lengthens from far her solitary howl: 

The clamouring crow is perch'd, where high the 

shore 
With jutting cliff o'erhangs the ocean roar; 
Or with dipp'd head the river-wave divides, 
Dives whole-immers'd, or cawing skims the tides. 
Nor less the herds for coming rain prepare, 
And sky-ward look, and snuff the showery air. 
On walls the slimy-creeping snails abound. 
And earth-worms trail their length, the entrails of 

the ground ; 
The cock's young brood ply oft the pluming bill. 
And chirp, as drops from eaves on tinkling drops 

distil. 



« 

CALLIMACHUS. 

Bef. Ch. 256. 



HYMNS. INSCRIPTIONS. 

EngUth TtwuUaom 
PODD, TTTLER. 



Callimachus was the son of Battus and Mesatma, 
and was bom at Cjrrene, a city of Africa. He 
taught letters at Alexandria, and was the preceptor 
of Apollonius Rhodius ; with whom he was after- 
wards at variance, and whom he satirised in a 
poem called Ibis, or the Stork : which is now lost, 
but which is imitated by Ovid. He was keeper of 
the Alexandrian library, under Ptolemy Philadel- 
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phus, and his son, Ptolemy Euergetes. Berenice, 
queen of the latter, having consecrated her hair in 
the temple of Venus, and the astronomers having 
flattered her by placing it among the constellar 
tions, Callimachus wrote a complimentary elegy 
on the occasion : which is known to us only by 
the Latin imitation of Catullus. He produced a 
variety of works; and wrpte poems on celebrated 
historical characters, on stories of mythology, and 
subjects of natural history : exclusive of elegies, 
and dramas. Of all these numerous pieces we 
have only a few hymns and inscriptions. 

Callimachus exhibits that pure and nervous sim- 
plicity, which is so remarkable in the Grecian 
poetry. His cast of thought is elevated and 
solemn. We are struck by the spirited enthusiasm 
of his manner ; the richness and expansion of his 
imagination; the freshness of his painting, and 
the pomp of his imagery. 



CALLIMACHUS. 



HYMK 

ON THE BATH OF MINERTA. 



Come, all ye virgins of the bath ! come forth, 
Ye handmaids of Minerva ! for I hear 
The neighings of the sacred steeds : e'en now 
The Goddess is at hand. Haste, hasten forth, 
Maids of the yellow locks, Pelasgian maids! 
Ne'er does Minerva lave her ample limbs, 
Till from the loins of those her smoking steeds 
She cleanse the dust away; nor yet returns, 
Her wessons all with dust and gore defiled, 
Ffom slaughter of that impious, earth-bom brood; 
But first, at distance, loosens from the car 
Her coursers' necks, and bathes in ocean's waves 
Their dropping sweat, and from their bitted mouths 
Clears the coagulated foam away. 
Go forth, Achaean maids ! nor let your hands— 
(I hear the rattling sound of ringing wheels) 
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Let not your hands bear ointments, nor the vase 

Of alabaster : Pallas takes not joy 

In mingled ointments. Nor the mirror bring. 

For still Minerva's brow is beautiful. 

Nor yet, when Paris, on the mount of Ide, 

Sate, arbiter of beauty, did she look 

Upon the polish'd brass; nor on the stream 

Of Simois, in transparent dimples rolled; 

Nor Juno sought the mirror, nor the stream: 

While Venus took the polish'd brass, and gazed, 

• 

Arranging, o'er and o'er, the self-same locks. 
But Pallas, nimbly running in her speed, 
Compass'd a circuit, like the racing youths. 
Twin-stars of Sparta, on Eurotas' banks, 
Pollux and Castor. Then, with practis'd art, 
Her limbs anointed with the fragrant oil 
Of her own olive-yards. Oh virgin ! then 
The colour of the morning flush'd once more 
Thy cheeks; the hue, that blushes on the rose, 
Or tints the peach. Now, now that manlier oil 
Bring hither, maidens! such as Castor used. 
And Hercules; and bring a golden comb. 
That she may draw her length'ning tresses down. 
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And smooth her glossy hair. Come, Goddess, 

forth! 
A pleasing band awaits thee: virgins ^rung 
From great Acestor's tribe. To thee the shield 
Of Diomed is borne in customed rite, 
Which thy loved priest, Emnedes, taught of yore. 
He, when the plotting multitude devised 
The stratagems of death, fled, clasping close 
Thy hallow'd image: to the Crean mount 
He fled, and placed it on the steepy rocks. 
Named thence, Palladian. Come, Minerva, forth! 
City-destroyer! golden-helol'd! who lovest 
The din of neighing steeds, and clashing shields 1 
This day^ ye water-bearing damsels, draw 
From fountains only, and forbear the streams : 
This day, ye handmaids, dip your urns in springs 
Of Phjrsid^a, or the limpid well 
Of Anymone : for from mountains gre^i 
With pasture shall th' Inachian river roll 
A goodly bath for Pallas; mingling gold. 
And flowerets, with its waters. But beware, 
Pelasgian I lest thy undesigning glance 
Surprise the queen Minerva. He that views 
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The naked finrm of Pallasi with last look 
Hath seen the towers of Argos. Come then forth, 
August Minerva ! I mean-time addresa 
These, thy &ir maids, in l^^sdary lore; 
Not from mjself ; for others saUg the tale. 

Maidens ! in times of old, Minenra loved 
A fair companion with exceeding love. 
The mother of Tiresias ; nor apart 
Lived they a moment. Whether she her steeds 
Drove to the Thespians old, or musky groves 
Of Coronaea, and Curalius' banks, 
That smdce with fragrant altars, oir apq»roach^d 
To Haliartus, and Boeotia's fields; 
Still in the chariot by^ her side she placed 
The nymph Chariclo; nor the prattlings sweet, 
Nor dances of the nymphs, to her were sweet, 
Unless Chariclo spoke, or led the dance* 
Yet for the nymph Chariclo was reserved 
A store of tears ; for her, the favour'd nymph, 
The pleasing partner of Minerva's hours* 
For once, on Helicon, they loosed the clasps, 
That held their flowing robes, . and bathed their 
limbs 
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t 

In Hippocrene) that, beauteous, glided by ; 
While noonday stiUness wrapp'd the mountain 

round. . 
Both laTed together; 'twas the time of noou; 
And deep the stilly silence of the mount* 
When, with his dogs of chase, Tiresias trod 
That sacred haunt. The darkening down just 

bioom'd 
Upon his cheek. With thirst unutterable 
Panting, he sought that fountain's gushing stream, 
Unha{^y; and, involuntary, saw 
What mortal eyes, not blameless, inay behold. 
Minerva, though incensed, thus pitying spoke: 
<< Who to this luckless spot conducted thee. 
Oh son of Everus? who sightless hence 
Must needs depart ! " she said, and darkness fell 
On the youth's eyes, astonished where he stood : 
A shooting anguish all his nerves b^fiumb'd. 
And consternation diain'd his murmuring tongue. 
Then shriek'd the nymph ; ^' What, Groddess, hast 

thou done 
To this my child ? are diese the t«id^ acts 
Of Goddesses? thou hast bereaved of eyes 
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My son. Oh miserable child! thy gaze 
Has glanced upon the bosom and the shape 
Of Pallas ; but the sun thou must behold 
No more. Oh miserable me ! oh shades 
Of Helicon ! oh mountain, that my steps 
Shall ne'er again ascend! for small ofience 
Monstrous atonement ! thou art well repaid 
For some few straggling goats and hunted deer 
With my son's eyes ! " the nymph' then folded 

close. 
With both her arms, her son so dearly loved; 
And utter'd lamentation, with shrill voice, 
And plaintive, like the mother nightingale. 
The Goddess felt compassion for the nymph. 
The partner of her soul, and softly said : 
" Retract, divinest woman ! what thy rage, 
Erring, has utter'd. 'Tis not I, that smite 
Thy son with blindness. Pallas hath no joy 
To rob from youths the lustre of their eyes. 
The laws of Saturn this decree. Whoe'er 
Looks on a being of immortal race. 
Unless the willing God consent, must look, 
Thus> at his peril, and atoning pay 
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Hie dreadful penalty. This act of fiite^ 
Divinest woman ! may not be recaU'd. 
So spmi the Destinies his mortal thread. 
When thou didst bear him. Son of Everus! 
Take then thy portion. But, what hecatombs 
Shall Aristseus and Autonoe, 
Hereafter, on the smoking altars lay. 
So that the youth Actseon, their sad son, 
Might be but blind, like thee ! for know that 

youth 
Shall join the great Diana in the chase ; 
Yet, not the chase^ nor darts in common thrown, 
Shall saVe h^m; when his undesigning glance 
Discerns the goddess in her loveliness 
Amidst the bath. His own unconscious dogs 
Shall tear their master, and his mother cull 
His scatter'd bones, wild-wandering through the 

woods. 
That mother, nymph ! shall call thee blest, who 

now 
Receivest from the mount thy sightless son. 
Oh weep no more, companion ! for thy sake 
I yet have ample recompense in store 
VOL. 1. u 
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Fbr this % ikmu Beiiild! I M;lAtt.jpip6 T 
A pFopheti fiur o^er «tarjr flMT rcBPimU rm/^Vf 
To fiitii|b.jvto. Jirshnll «ad4lie fli|^i^ < 
OfbirdB, mid kiKlw mbiiu^ OB^^wmg. 

Or void of auspice. rMtttty otvolei 
To the BcMiuM AaHhii tongue Kveili 
To CidBui, «iid flie gnet l4^^ 
I idll endow liiln irith m mif^ etal^ 
To guide his stq>s ari^t; and I w3l gire 
A lengthoi'd boondaiy to liii mortal Ufef ^ 
Aad^ whm he dus, ha ooljv iiwlil di^ dead^ 
Shall dwell inspired, and honour'd by that king 
Who rules the shadowy pec^le of the grave.'* 

She spoke^ and gave the nod ; what Pallas wills 
Is sure : in her, of all his daughters, Jove 
Bade all the glories of her £sither shine. 
Maids of the bath ! no mother brought her forth; 
Sprung from the head of Jove. Whate'tnr the head 
Of Jove, inclining, ratifies, the same 
Stands firm; and thus his daughter's nod is &te. 

She comes! in very truth, Minerva oomesi 
Receive the Goddess, damsels ! ye, whose hearts, 



CALLIMACHUS. 291 

With tender ties, your native Argos binds, 
Receive the Goddess! with exulting hails, 
With vows, and shouts. Hail, goddess ! oh 

protect 
Inachian Argos! hail! and, when thou tum'st 
Thy coursers hence, or hitherward again 
Guidest thy chariot-wheels, oh ! still preserve 
The fortunes of the race from Danaus sprung! 
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APOLLONIUS RHODIUS 

Bef. Ch.84<l. 



THE ARGONAUTICS. 

Engliih Trantlatort t 
SKIirg, FilWKiS, PREBTOW. 



Apollonius w^ a native of Naucratis in Egypt, 
and resided at Alexandria: but migrated to 
Rhodes ; where he opened a school of rhetoric^ 
and wherie he recited in public his poem on the 
Argonauts; which was rewarded by the Rho- 
dians with the freedom of their city. Hence he 
acquired the surname of Rhodius. He was recalled 
by Ptolemy Euergetess and succeeded Callima- 
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chus, as keeper of the Alexandrian library. He 
wrote treatiseB ton tb^ <^ Origia tlf Alietandriay'' 
and on *^ Cnidos; " and other works, which are 
lost. It is said that he was buried in the same 
monument as his master Callimachus, whom he is 
accused of having treated with inghidfkldey and 
who revenged himsdBlf in ti poem of invectives. 
But we have only the evidence of the Satire (at 
all times a suspicious kind of testimony) for the 
&ct ; and it is quite as likely that the one was 
jealous of the rising poet, as that the other was 
imgratefid. 

It has been the singular fate of ApoUonius to 
be secretly copied and openly neglected. Quin- 
tilian is evidently prejudiced by a Roman par- 
tiality ; ats he gives him the cold praise of " mi 
equable middle style," and warmly extols Vale* 
rius Flflccus, his imitator, or rather translator. 
Lohginus inquires, ** Because ApoUonius iieVer 
feUs, w^ld yoti rather be ApoUonius than 
Homer?'* But to affirm that ApoBonius never 
tke», which is the obvious inference from this 
ptosi^ge, were to betray an absolute indifierenoe 
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to all but one particular kind of poetry. If the 
sublime be the characteristic of Homer, the roman- 
tic is that of ApoUonius ; and in nature and ten- 
derness he needs not shun a comparison even with 
Homer. No poet has ever excelled the Rhodian in 
the refined display of female character; in the gay 
amenities, ihe modest reserves, the delicate artifices, 
the conflicting uncertainties, and the poignant sensi- 
bilities of female love. Dido is but a feeble copy 
of the interesting and impassioned Medea. Ele- 
gance of style, picturesqueness of imagery, deli- 
cacy of imagination, ApoUonius Rhodius may at 
least dispute with VirgiT; and he possesses also 
that fi-esh and vigorous simpUcity which may be 
said to be almost peculiar to the poets of Greece. 
Yet Homer and Virgil are inseparably coupled 
together ; and ApoUonius, the model of the latter, 
and incontestably his superior in the noble &culty 
of invention, is scarcely motioned but in inci- 
deiital aUusion, as to an obsolete and indifiereut 
poet- 
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* SAILING OF THE ARGO. 



jN ow, when the morning, with her shining eyes, 
Look'd forth on Felion's lofty crags, and far 
The verge serene of Ocean, rippling, dash'd 
With sound of beating waves, as the fresh wind 
Ruffled the sea; then Tiphys waked and roused 
His friends, to climb the deck, and set their oars : 
Then with wild din the Pegassean bay 
Re-echoed; and instinctive sounds arose 
From Pelian Argo, hastening to depart: 
For Pallas, from Dodona's vocal oaks. 
Had in the keel infixed a sacred beam. 
They climb'd the benches in their order'd ranks: 
Each rower's seat disposed by lot, and sate 
In fidr array, their weapons ranged beside; 
Aiicseus in the midst; and in his strength. 
Huge Hercules; his club beside him lean'd: 
Beneath his feet sank down the hollow keeL 
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llien were the oars outstretched, and the sweet wine 
Was pour'd upon the surfiu^ of the sea ; 
And Jason turned his eyes, that swam with tears, 
From his dear country's shores. As youlhs, thatform 
The dances of Apollo, midst the groves 
Of Delphos, or in Delos' isle, or near 
Ismenus' wave, and to the chiming harp 
With rapid feel^ elastic, strike the ground 
Circling his altar; so to Orpheus' Ijve 
They smote the turbid billows of the sea 
Widi cadenced oars. The ruffling surgea dash'd; 
The dari^ brine leap'd in foam fiom side to aide; 
Deep-murmuring to the strong impetuous atrcdkes 
From men of mi^t. As on the galley roVd, 
Their armour glitter'd in the sun like fire: 
The wave's long track froth'd whitening, and a path 
Of foam appeared through the green watery plain; 
And on thaC day lean'd all the Gods from heaven 
To look upon the ship, and see the strength 
Of demi'igods, who there with valour high 
Traveird the deep: and from high Pelion's top6 
The Nymphs gazed wondering down; and «aw 
the work 



Of PaUa^ tBLfiA A' httoic dtiie& themsdv^s 
Firm bran<^3hkig Iheir ^ars with grtisping hmd^ 
Chl^Md himsetf from tht high Motmuin'ft head 
Came ddWd ^benidd the (Kelt, and dipp'd his feet 
hk the fthore'i billowy IbaXii : with many » eign 
Waving his potideioun hand, and bidding theniy 
With ad^lattiatiDi^ happily mmti^ 
Hid tj^dim biteide Um itd^f o»d in her mum 
Dandled the babe <»f PelettS: i»hdwidg him 
To hte deft^ fil^r. Hifey, now, kft bdiiiid 
The shore-encircled bay, by Tiphys' «kill 
And prudence; who with art still held his hand 
On the smooth rudder, guiding it secure. 
Then in the socket tjie rear'd mast they fix*d; 
And stretch'd the cordage, bound from side to side. 
Then spread the sails, and to the top-mast strain'd: 
The wind fell whistling in their folds. Then fast 
Upon the decks they braced the tighten'd ropes 
To cramps of wood ; and, calmly gliding, passed 
Beyond Tisseum's promontory crag. 
Long stretching into ocean. Then with voice 
And harp jEager's son tuned smooth the lay 
To high-bom Dian, guardian of the ship. 
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Who rules the mountain beacons of the sea^ 

Protector of lolchosi. From the deep 

The fishes upward sprang; the small and vast 

Of all the scaly tribe leap'd firom beneath 

In bounds, and follow'd through the Uquid track. 

As when th' innumerable sheep, now fiill 

Of pasture, follow on their leader's steps 

Back to the sheep-fold: he before them walks, 

Tunmg on shrilling pipe a rustic lay; 

So follow'd they, while finesher blew the gale. 
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PASSION OF MEDEA. 



Amidst them all, the son of ^son, chie^ 
Shone forth divinely in his comeliness, 
And graces of his form. On him the maid 
Held still her eyes askance, and gazed him o'er 
Through her transparent-glistening veil; while 

grief 
Consumed her heart. Her mind, as in a dream, 
•Slid stealthily away, and hovering. hung 
On his departing footsteps. Sorrowing they 
Went from the palace forth. Chalciope, 
Dreading Mete&^ anger, hastening pass'd 
Within her secret chamber, with her sons: 
And thus Medea went, her soul absorbed 
Xn many musings, such as love incites. 
Thoughts of deep . care. Now all remembered 

things 
In apparition rose before her eyes: 
What was his aspect; what the robe he wore; 
What words he utter'd; in what posture placed 
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He on the couch reclined; and with what air 
He firom the porch pass'd forth. Then red the 

blush 
Bum'd on her cheek; while in her soul she 

thought 
No other man existed like to him: 
His voice was murmuring in her ears, ^d pQ 
The charming word^ he uttered. Now, disturb'di 
She trembled for his life; lest the fierce bulls, 
Or lest JEetes should, himself, destroy 
The man she loved: and she bewailed him now 
As if already dead; and down her cheek. 
In deep commiseration, the soft tear 
Flow'd anxiously. With piercing tone of grief 
Her voice found utterance : " Why, unhappy 

one! 
Am I thus wretched? what concerns it me, 
Whether this paragon of heroes die 
The death, or flee discomfited? And yet 
He should unharm'd depart. Dre^d Hecate! 
Be it thy pleasure! let him homeward pass, 
And scape his threaten'^ fate: or, if his fate 



» 
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Beneath the bulls have destined him to &11, 
First let him know, that in his wretched end 
Medea does not glory." So disturbed 
Mused the sad virgin in her anguish'd thoughts. 




Night dun brought darimcaa o'er die earth: at Ma 
Tlie marincn thar eya from ah^jboard raiMd^ 
Fiz'd (HI the star Orion, and the Bear. 
Hie trardlor and the keeper of the gate 
Bodc'd widi denre of sleep; and alumbn now 
Fdl heavy on aatae motherj w^ had wqit 
Ha children ia the graven No hay oi dciga* 
No none <£ tnranlt ■tirr'd the dty Mreets; 
All hush'd in Btillest darkness. But sweet sleq> 
Sooth'd not Medea. Many a busy thought, 
For love of Jason, str^'d her wakefiil eyes. 
She fear'd the bulls, by whose o'er-mastering 

strength 
He, on the batde-field, must hs{>ly meet 
Dishonourable death. Widi feverous throbs 
The heart within her bosom restless heaved. 
As when the glitter of the sun, that springs 
From water, in some caldron freshly pour'd} 
Or milk-pidl, brandish'd quivers on die wall^ 
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Darts in quick rings, and vibrates round and round; 
So was the virgin's heart, within her breast, 
Tum'd to and fro. The tear, compassionate, 
Stole trickling from her eyes, and inward grief 
Prejr'd with slow wasting on her pining frame : 
Such weight of suiiering did her sleepless love 
Lay on her bosom. Now her will resolves 
To gift the chief with drugs of charming power: 
Now she abjures the thought; and she will die 
Together with the man she loves. Anon 
Her resolutions change; nor will she die 
With him she loves, nor yield the charming drugs ; 
But calm, with unresisting apathy, 
Bear with his &te. Then sitting, while her thoughts 
Waver'd in musing doubt, aloud she spake: 
** Still am I wretched with a choice of ills! 
My mind is impotent of thought: no cure 
For this, the* torment irresistible 
That evermore consumes me. Would to Heaven 
That I had fallen by Dian's nimble darts, 
Ere I had seen him! Ere my sister's sons 
Had gone for Greece, whence some unfriendly God, ' 
Or Fury, brings these lamentable woes. 

VOL. I. X 
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Then let him fight, and parish} if his &te 
Decree that he shall die upon the fieUL 
How should I shun my parents' eyes, and min 
The needfid dnigs? What speech can serf e my turn? 
What fraud shall aid me, or what secret wile? 
Shall I, apart fix>m his oHnpaiuoxis, soa 
The chief alone, and interchange kind words ? 
Wretch that I ami for if, indeed^ he die^ 
How could I hope a rei^ute firom mj woes ? 
Then were my sum of misery full, if he 
Were reft of life. Away with modesty I 
Away with decent forms! and let him gO| 
Saved by my counsels, wheresoe'er he list. 
And then, on that same day when he achieves 
The combat, let me die: to yon high beam« 
Let me, suspended by the throat, expire; 
Or drain the juices, that destroy the soul. 
Yet men will cast reproaches, after 'life. 
Upon my breathless body: and, from far. 
Shall the whole city cry aloud, and rail 
Upon my death ; and here and there will thrcmg 
The Colchian women, and pursue with taunts 
My memory : * This maiden's heart was wrapt 
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* So deeply in a stranger, that for him 

* She died; and stain'd her parents, and her 

house, 

* To lovesidk frenz^jr yidding up herself/ 
What shame will not be mine? cdi, misery! 
Were it not better now, this very night. 
Here in my duunber, to forsake my life? 
So, by a sudden death, to scape at once 

All this reproach ; be£ire my deeds have wrought 
This foul disgp*ace^ unworthy of a name?" 

I^e said, and to her casket went, full stored 
With drugs :. some healthful, some of deadly bane. 
She {daced it jon her knees, and wept ; the tears 
Unceasing bathed her bosom ; flowing forth. 
Spite of hensel^ abundantly, for grief 
Of her haid fate. And now the impulse rose. 
To cull, and taste, die drugs that poison life. , 
She loosed dbie casket's fastenings; with ill hap 
Gathering the mortal herbs, when, suddenly, 
Came o'er her muid a horror of th^ grave. 
Long time she mused in doubt : life's [leasing cares. 
In smiling vision, flitted on her sight : 
She thought upon the pleasures that are found 

x2 
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Among the living; she remember'd her 
Of the gay playmates of her virgin hours : 
The sun more pleasant in her &ncy shone 
Than ere his light had been; and, more and more^ 
Her fondness grew for each remember'd thing. 
She then replaced the casket from her knees, 
For Juno tum'd her heart ; and, straight, she long'd 
For morning to appear, that she might give 
The promised drugs of saving power, and greet 
The face of Jason. Oft she drew the bolts 
That closed her chamber door, and with long look 
Watch'd for the light. Then morning on her gaze 
Darted its lovely splendour, and the throng 
Appear'd in motion through the city streets. 

But, when the virgin saw the morning light 
Gay-glittering round, she with her hands bound up 
The tresses of her yellow hair, that flow'd 
Loose in disorder down: she ting'd her cheeks. 
Which tears had sullied, with cosmetic red; 
O'er her smooth body shed a shining oil, 
That breathed nectarean odour; and enrobed 
Her form in elegant cymar, whose folds 
Were gather'd at the waist with pliant clasps; 
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And a tiara, silver-tissued, placed 
Upon her fragrant head: so walking fortii 
She paced the palace, with elastic step 
Treading the floor : of present ills alike 
Porgetfiil, and of greater yet behind. 



dtn apEciifxm cnr thx tsuanfe foxtii. 

MBDBA IN Bl^R CHARIOT. 



'J. J,^l * - 






:n 



This dwgihe adW, «a« mrapp^d it & «n« 
That round -her ]i^TnlyboMBi'iir«lbed!iii'ftUii 
Forth at the outer gate she pass'd, and dimfd 
The ntpid car. Two damsek with the maid 
Ascended, sittiiig one on either side. ^ 

She caught the reins, and shook the pliant toonrge 
In her right hand, and through the dty rode. 
The other damsds of her train beliind 
Held fiist the car, swift-running, as it roll'd 
Along the broad-paved way, and gathered up, 
High as the snowy knee, their fluttering robes. 
As near Parthenius' limpid streams, or near 
Amnesus' river-baths, Diana stands 
High on her golden car, by fleet-hoof 'd stags 
Transported o'er the mountain-tops, and breathes, 
^ With near approach, the many-fragrant smoke 
Of hecatombs : with her, a band of nymphs, 
Foot-followers, haste; that haunt th' Amnesian 

spring. 
Or dwell 'midst groves, or fountain-bubbling rocks; 
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And fiur and near the beasts, of lawn and wood 
Crouch tremblmgly with murmiir'd blandishings ; 
So msh'd they through the dty ; while the crowd 
Fell back, and shunn'd the royal virgin's look. 
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CONFERENCE OF MBDEA AND JASON 
IN THE TEMPLE OF HECATE. 



rio other theme employ'd Medea's mind. 
Though singing; nor could all her sportive maids, 
Whatever carol they alternate sang, 
Long please her: she, still absent, in the scmg 
Broke off abrupt. Nor on the damsels round 
Look'd she with stedfast eyes; but tum'd them still 
To the far paths, and ever lean'd her cheek. 
Inclining forward ; and a shock was felt 
Quick at her heart, if ere she listening caught 
A foot-fall's echo, or the passing wind. 

But soon he came ; and, to the longing maid 
Appear'd, high-bounding: as the Syrian star. 
Emerged from Ocean, rises, beautiful 
And glorious to behold , yet to the jSocks 
Sends forth wide-wasting plagues. Thus Jason 

came: 
Thus beautiful in aspect ; but his sight 
Raised agonized emotion, and her heart 
Sank ; her eyes darken'd ; and the reddening blood 
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Rush'd to her cheek; nor could her faltermg knees 
Advance, nor yet recede; and, under her, 
Her feet seem'd rooted to the earth. Anon 
The damsels left them, and retired apart 

Thus, opposite each other, mute they stood: 
As oaks, or fir-trees tall, nigh-growing, lift. 
Upon the moimtains, their firm-rooted stems 
In quietness, when not a breath of air 
Is stirring in the leaves; anon, with gusts 
Of rushing wind are shaken to and fro 
With deep tumultuous murmur; so the breath 
Of love would stir within them, and their tongues 
Flow with no. stinted utterance. Jason felt 
The virgin tremble with her heaven-sent grief. 
And, soft in blandishment, address'd her thus : 
*^ Why dost thou fear me, maiden, thus alone? 
For I am not like men, who boast themselves- 
Vain-gloriously, nor was I ever such. 
When dwelling in the land that gave me birth. 
Then fear me not too greatly, gentle maid ! 
But now interrogate, or speak thyself 
Whate'er thou list ; and, since we meet with minds 
Of fiiendly greeting, in this hallow'd place, 
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Where guile were sacrilege^ now openly 
Speak thou, or question me. Nor wilii smooth words 
Beguile me; since thy promise, fixim the first. 
Is through thy sister pledged, that thou wilt give 
The welcome drugs. By Hecate herself! 
By thy own parents I by all-seeing Jove! 
Who o'er the stranger and the suppliant still 
Spreads his protecting hand, I thee conjure! 
For I a stranger and a suppliant come 
Into thy presence: in severest straight 
I bend, and clasp thy knees; for, without thec^ 
I cannot hope to quell with mastering strraigtfa. 
This bitter conflict. For thy aid my thanks 
Hereafter shall be thine: such thanks as men« 
Who dwell remote, can give. I will exalt 
Thy name and gracefiil honour; and the rest 
Of heroes with me shall extol thy praise. 
When they to Greece return : the mothers too 
And wives of heroes, who now musing sit 
Upon the Ocean shore, and wail our loss. 
Disperse their heavy sorrows, for thou canst. 
Thus the Minoian virgin, she who call'd 
Pasiphae mother, daughter of the sun; 
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Wise Atiadnei from his mortal toil 
Delivered Theseus. She indeed, the wrath 
Of Minos sooth'd, in Theseus' galley sate^ 
And left her country; and the Grbds themselves 
Loved her ; and still her sign is seen in Heaven ; 
And, 'midst the glittering sjrmbbls of the sky. 
The starry crown of Ariadne glides. 
Such gracious favour from the Deities 
Will sure be thine, if thou wilt save the lives 
Of this, our band of heroes ; and in sooth 
Thy form bespeaks thee graced with manners 
mUd." 
So said the youth, with admiration high 
Gilding his spe^h ; but she, her eyes oast down. 
Smiled with enchanting sweetness: all her soul 
Melted within her, of his words of praise 
Enamour'd. Then she fix'd fidl opposite 
Her eyes upon him, at a loss what word 
She first should speak, yet wishing in a breath 
To utter all her fond impetuous thoughts. 
And, with spontaneous act, she took the drug 
From forth her fingrant girdle's folds, and he 
Received it at ber hands, elate with joy : / 
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And she had drawn the spirit from her breast^ 
Had he but ask'd it; sighing oat her soul 
Into his bosom. So from Jason's, head. 
Waving with yellow locks, Love lightened forth 
A lambent flame, and snatch'd the darted rays 
That trembled from his eyes. H^ inmost soul 
Floating in bliss, she all dissolved away; 
As dew on roses in the morning's beams 
Evaporating melts. So stood they both ; 
And bent, in bashfrdness, their eyes on earth. 
Then glanced them on each other; while their 

brows 
Smiled joyous, in serenity of love. 

At length the virgin, half-inaudible, 
Addressed him thus: " Learn now my purposed 

means 
To aid thee. When thou comest, and my sire 
Gives thee to sow the serpent's mortal teeth, 
Watch when the midnight parts the sky; and bathe 
In the perennial river's flowing stream. 
Then, wrapt in sable garments, dig a trench 
In hollow circle: slay a lamb therein, 
And, fresh and undivided, lay the lamb 
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Upon the altar, when thy hand has heap'd 
Within the circling trench the fueU'd fire. 
Then soothe with prayers the one dread Hecate ; 
And from a goblet in libation shed 
The honey of the hive. The Goddess tfms 
Duly appeas'd, recede, and quit the pile; 
* Nor let the tramp of footsteps make thee tinm. 
Nor yell of dogs, lest all should be undone; 
Nor thou, from this emprize, as meet it is, 
Greet thy companions. Liquefy this drug. 
By glimmer of the dawn, and, naked, spread 
The slippery ointment o'er thy shining limbs. 
A mighty force shall instantly pervade 
Thy body, and immensity of strength : 
And thou would'st say, thou wert a match in fight, 
Not for men only, but immortal Gods : 
And, let thy spear, thy buckler, and thy sword 
Be thus anointed. Not the lances, then, 
Of ^earth-bom hosts can wound thee; nor the flame^ 
Resistless darted, of the deadly buDs. 
Not thus invulnerable in thy strength 
Wilt thou remain, .but only on that day. 
Go boldly to the combat : draw not backi 
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For I have other akL Wheu thou hast yoked 
The sturdy) bulls, and plough'd with hands of 

strengdi 
The fiirrow'd MLoWy and the giants rise^ 
Sprung itoHi the serpent's teeth, which thou hast 

thiiQWn 
Midst the daik glebe; when thou ahalt mark 

them rise 
Thick o'er the field, then cast, with vnfy throw, 
A heavy stone. They for the prize, like dogs 
That ravening fight for food, shall tum^ and slay 
Each other. Thou thyself impetuous rush. 
And charge amidst the battle. So shalt thou 
Bear from idea's isle the fleece away 
To distant Greece; and thou shalt hence depart 
Where'er it please diee; should it please thee 

hence 
So to depart." She said; and silently 
Low tow'rds her feet bent sad her sorro^ang eye% 
And bathed her cheek with scalding tears, and 

mourn'd, 
That he should wander on the seas, £ir off, 
Away from her. Then, careless of reserve, 
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Again, with plaintive speech, addressing him, 

She caught him with her hand ; for now her eyes 

Had lost their bashful shame : ^^ Remember yet, 

If to thy home thou ever should*st return, 

Medea's name. When thou art far away, 

I shall remember thee. But, freely tell, 

Where are the mansions, whither soon the ship 

Will bear thee o'er the waves. Returnest thou 

Nigh rich Orchomenos? perchance, not £ur 

From our near isle^ ^ea? tell me too 

Of that same virgin, whom thou namedst late 

Pasiphae's fiunous daughter, who is kin 

To my own father." So she said; and love 

Stole soft upon his soul; most deqply touch'd 

To see the damsel weep: with artful hint 

He spoke : ^^ And, aurely I nor night nor day 

Can thee forget, so I escape my fisit^ 

And with safe flight return to Greece ; nor yet 

JEet^ task me with some heavier toiL 

But, if my i^ative land would please thine ear^ 

It shall be told thee; for I yearn mysdf 

To tell it thee. There is a region, girt 

With lofty mountains, rich in flocks and herds; 
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Prometheus, tihere^ son of Japetus, 
Begot the good Deucalion: he, who first 
Built cities, and raised temples to the Giods, 
And over men establish'd kingly sway. 
The borderers call the tract Hsemonia: there 
lolchos stands, the city of my birth : 
And other cities too are there: but why 
Discourse I thus to thee of idle themes? 
Or of my house, or Minos' daughter, tell, 
Famed Ariadne? by which glorious name 
They call the lovely maid, of whom ev*n now 
Thou didst demand me. Would to Heaven! thy 

sire 
Were to us gracious, as was hers to her." 

So said he, soothing her with honied phrase ; 
But painful griefs within her heaving breast 
Struggled, as sorrowful she answer'd him. 
In hurried speech : " With Greeks purchance to 

keep 
' Their faith inviolate, is seemly thought: 
But, midst the race of men, JEetes least 
Resembles him thou calPst Pasiphae's spouse^ 
The righteous Minos; nor can I compare 
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With Ariadne. Speak not of these rights 
Of hoqiitality; but only this: 
That, when thou to lolchos shalt tetitm, 
Thou wilt remember me; and I, despite 
My parents' anger, will remember thee; 
But, should some rumour, wafted from a&r, 
Or carrier bird, the rapid tidings bear 
That I am clean forgotten, may the storms 
Snatch me to thy lolchos o'er the seas; 
That I may chide thee to thy &ce, and say, 
^ By my safe counsels didst thou speed thy flight.' 
For I should Wish then suddenly to stand 
Before thee in thy mansion/' So she said; 
And piteously let fall the trickling tears 
Upon her cheeks. He^ interrupting then, 
Exdaim'd; ^^Divinest maiden! hence at once 
With these thy storms, and this thy carrier bird! 
For these are emply words. But should'st thou 

come 
To those my habitations, and to Greece, 
Thou should'st by Grecian women and by men, 
Be honoured, and revered; nay, e'en adored. 
Like to a Groddess: since through thee their sons, 
VOL. 1. y 



5^ SPECIMENS OF THE GLAiSIC POETS. 

Their brothers) friends, the husbands ^f their lovie^ 
Saved from destruction^ to their homes r^tom. 
Fresh in the bloom of life: and tfaott diottU'st 

grace 
My bed in marriage; nor should «u^it dlfide 
Our loves, till death should shroud ua in the 

grave." 
He spc^e, and, while she listen'd, all her heart 
Melted away within her: though, from deeds 
Thus dark, she shuddering turned her eyes, and 

mused 
Wretched in mind; yet did not h>ng persist 
In coy denial to inhabit Greece. 
For Juno had devised, that thus should come 
The Colchian maid to blest lolchos' towers. 
And leave her land, to work fell Pelias woe. 
But now the handmaids, that in silence watch'd 
Far off, grew anxious, and the waning day 
Urged that the absent maiden should return 
Home to her mother. But not once the maid 
Bethought her of return : for she was charm'd 
With his fair person, and his soothing words. 
Till Jason wary warn'd her, and exclaim'd; 
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presses to 'itettun, Inst die >toii'8 Ught 
Should first go down, and strangen^ Byes remat'k 
Our secret steps* But we wSl tuBet again 
On this same^spot." Sothey, with pleaang word% 
Essay'd each other's thoughts; then parting went 
Their separate way. Exulting, to the ship 
And his companions Jason hastening pass'd: 
She to her handmaids. They, together all, 
Ran nimbly forward, and the virgin met: 
But she discerned them not in gathering throng 
Moving around her; for her high-wrought mind 
Was in the clouds. With swift instinctive feet 
She climb'd her rapid chariot: in one hand 
She snatch'd the reins; the other grasp'd the 

scourge, 
Of variegated thong, and lash'd the mules : 
So rush'd they to the city, hastening home. 
Chalciope, with fond inquietude, 
Ask'd of her sons. But she, distracted, lost 
AU power of mind, and caught no utter'd word; 
Nor, when her sister question'd, would reply. 
On a low footstool, placed beneath her couch, 

y2 
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She sate her down ; and, sidelong, lean'd her chedc 
On her left hand* But in her eyelids stood 
The swimming tears ; with agitating thought 
Of that dark deed of covenanted guilt. 
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THE MAGIC TRIAL. 



The evening Sun went down beneath the verge 
Of dusky earth, far glancing o'er the hills 
Of Ethiopia; and the Night arose, 
And yoked her chariot-steeds. The heroes then 
Spread at their anchorage their couch of rest. 
But Jason, instant as the Bear's bright star 
Had tum'd the pole, and silence from the heaven 
Sufiiised the depth of ether, took his way 
To a lone spot; like some night-stealing thie^ 
With all things needful: he all needful things 
In daylight had prepared: milk from the fold 
Argus had brought, and a ewe lamb: the rest 
He from the ship received. When now he saw 
A spot remote from intercourse of men. 
And stood, in quiet, midst the meadow streams. 
Then in the sacred- river bathed he all 
His delicate body, duly purified; , 

And round him threw a sable cloak, the gifl 
Of that fiur Lemniari, sad Hypsipyle : 
Moumfid memorial of her nuptial bed. 
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Then of a cubit's depth he dug the trench, 
And piled the logs; and laid the lamb, its nedc 
Cut by the knife, in order on the pile; 
Kindled the wood from imdcsrneath with fire; 
And shed the muc'd libation, and invoked 
Dread Hecate, to aid his bold emprise: 
And, having call'd her name of terror, fell 
Back from the altar* She the sumoaona heArd : 
The powerful Ooddesg from earth's:jM>llow di^)thf 
At Jasoi^'s charming rite, asc^ided up; 
Begirt with oaken boughs and grisly «iMtfr^ 
And circled with the multitudinous glare 
Of glimmering torches, while around her yell'd 
The howl of subterraneous dogs, and when 
Her footstep trod, earth quak'd on every side. 
The nymphs of marshes and of rivers shriek'd: 
Whatever haunt that solitary spot 
On Phasis' banks. Then fear on Jason fell: 
But him with mureverted looks, his feet 
Still bore right onward, that he might rejoice 
His comrades. Mom, now rising in the Ea^t, 
Cast streaks of light o'er snow-tc^t Caucasus; 
When o'er his breast ^Eetes, arming, drew 
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The firm-conjointed corslet, gift. of Mars: 
Wbo) with his own hands, irait the bloody spoil 
From Mimus, Thrada's giant. On his head 
He placed a four*coned helm of bumish'd gold; 
Resplendent, as the round sun, when emei^ged 
From Ocean ; then he gvasip*d the massive shield 
Of maajT'-folded hides^ and dench'd the spear. 
Weighty, enormous; which no single man 
Of that heroic band, in combat match'd, 
Might firm sustain, since Hercules was left 
On distant shores. Hard by Absyrtus stood, 
And hdkl the solid chariot far the king 
To mount; and straight, hb mounted; and caught vp 
The reins within his gr^p> and rode^ upborne^ 
Through the broad diariot-way, from forth the 

town, 
To gire the. fight his presence: with them msh'd 
The people, in a torrent multitude. 
As Neptune to the Isdmuan contest speeds. 
Climbing his car, or guides his rolling wheels . 
To Ta&narus, or Lema*s lake; or {seeks 
Orchestus' grove; or lashes his fleet steeds 
To Calfrarea, or Hasm<»ua's rock. 



328 SPECIMENS OF THE CXASSIC' POETS. 

Or tree-embower'd Gerastus; so was se^i 
The king of Colchos. Jason now, with heed 
Of wise Medea's counsels, liquefied 
The drug, and with it smear'd th' anointed shield, 
And the strcHig spear, and sword. His ccxmrades all 
Essay'd to bend the wei^ons, nor avail'd 
With all their strength : the spear's unyielding beam 
Grew hard, apd stifien'd in their vigorous hands. 
But Idas smote in wrath the spear-head's cross 
With his huge sword : the clanging edge lei^'d back. 
As the reverberating hammer bounds 
From the struck anvil. Joyful tumult rose 
Among the heroes, in that victory's hope. 
Himself he last anointed ; and a strength 
Intrepid, marvellous, unspeakable, 
Enter'd his frame : his hands were sudden strung 
With callous force; his muscles swell'd with 

strength. 
E'en as a war-horse, in the hope of fight. 
Neighs, beating with his hoof the trampled earth. 
And, with raised ears, lifts glorjdng his arch'd 

neck. 
High toss'd in air; so Jason, borne along 
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By new-strung vigour, moved his balanced limbs^ 
Oft pacing to and fro with lofty step : 
And poising on his arm the bra29en shield^ 
And brandishing the spear. A man had said 
That stormy lightning gUtter'd in dark air, 
And ever and anon gleam'd from the clouds, 
That wafted blackening rain. Nor longer then 
Abstained they from the contest; but all sate 
Upon the rising benches of the bark. 
And stretch'd with ease to reach that field of Mars. 
Such distance from the city opposite 
Then intervened, as from the starting post 
Spreads to the chariot^s goal : when they, who guide 
The fimeral pageant of gome monarch dead. 
To horse and foot af^int the various games. 
They came before ^etes, and the train 
Of Colchian people; these stood ranged above^ 
On rocks of Caucasus: he, where the bank 
Of the broad river wound its bending verge. 
But, when his comrades now had cast the cord, 
That moor'd the ship to land, forth Jason leap'd 
from the high deck, with buckler and with lance ; 
And went to front the combat: and he took 



330 SP£CIMl£l(a OF THE CUiBSIO POKTS. 

His hebn cf glittering brass, its hollow filPd 
With the sharp serpent's teeth : the falchion slung 
Athwart his shoulder; naked was his Sarwa. 
He look'df in part, another Mars; in part 
Naked Apollo, girded o'er his breast 
With sword of beamy gold. Then, traversing 
The &II0W with his eyes, he saw the yoke 
Of brass, and plough of hardest adamant. 
Still on he went, approaching near; and fix'd. 
Hard by, his lance erect upon its point: 
And laid his hehnet down ; and, with his shield 
Upborne before him, touched the footmarks vast 
Of those enormous bulls. They suddenly. 
From subterraneous cave, their rocky stall, 
Enwrapt in sooty smoke rush'd forth at once 
Breathing the glare of flame. The heroes shrank, 
Shuddering as they beheld : but he with art 
Eluded their assault; as, in the sea, 
A rock awaits the waves, that turbid swell 
With mighty rush of winds. Before him still 
He held the buckler. They, with bellowing roar, 
Both thrust, and smote him with their sturdy horns; 
But, as they rush'd against him, could not move. 



Nor staggec his Sana footing* Andf aa wlikeii 

The bellowB in the windy mific^ 

Of a smith'a fiurgey now kindle to ft blaae 

The scorching flame, msm cease their breezy blasts 

And deep the crackling roar is heard^ lehile mountay 

Stir'd from below, the fluctuating fire: 

So they^ with hollow blowif^s^ from their months 

Breathed snorting forth the sharp and flickering 

flame. 
Still the life-threatening blaze enwrapped him round 
As if with sheeted ligbtning : him preserved 
The virgin's drug. He then the right-hand bull 
Grasp'd by his horn; and sternly press'dhim down 
With his whole strength : till undemeadi the yoke 
Of bicass he b^it him, prostrating to earth 
On his bow'd knees, and tripping with' swift foot 
The brasen hoo£ The other rushing on 
He smote; and at a blow him too he feU'd 
Doubling the kneew Then, casting; on the ground 
His huge-orb'd shield, now from their fiery breath 
Released, he strode, and kept them down, and held 
From side to side, where, grovelling, each was fiiUen 
Upon his foremost knees: Meti^ ga;Bed, 
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In wonder, on the vigour of the man. 
The sons of Tyndarus, who long had look'd 
Upon his prowess, close approaching, gave 
The yoke from oiF the jKeld, to throw around 
The bull's broad necks. He firmly bound the 

thongs ; 
Clench'd in the midst, the brazen draught-beam 

raised. 
And fitted to the polish'd ring, that hung 
From the link'd yoke. They backward firbm the flame 
Retreated to the ship. But he again 
Seized his round shield, and cast upon his back : 
Then taking his strong helm, its hollow fill'd 
With the sharp teeth, he grasp'd th' enormous lance 
Midway the shaft; and, as a Grecian swain 
The ox-goad thrusts, so with his pointed spear 
He smote their lingering sides, and tum'd at will 
The strong plough-staff of solid adamant. 
They, struggling with immeasurable wrath. 
Breathed out the ravening flame; and such a blast 
Of hollow sound arose, as roaring winds 
In tempest breathe, when ocean-fering men 
Furl the vast sail in fear. Not long they went, 
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Thus quicken'd by the goading spear, nor long 
The rugged field was, tranverse, ploughed and broke 
By those strong bulls and by that vigorous swain; 
Ere, marvellous, jn the furrows of the ground. 
The clods, men-teeming, clash'd. He, following, 

trod 
The bulls' track'd steps, with firm-set foot; and far 
'Midst the ploughed glebe threw thick the serpent 

teeth. 
His head still backward o'er his shoulder tum'd. 
Lest the destro}dng crop of ^rthrbom men 
Should intercept his way. Right onward still 
The bulls with brazen, hoofs slow-striving toil'd. 

Now, when a third of wasted day was left 

• 

From rise of mom, and. toil-worn labourers, call'd 
On the sweet evening's yoke-releasing hour, 
Then was the fidlow of four-aci^ed breadth. 
Plough'd through by that unwearied, ploughman's 

hand. 
He loos'd the draught-beam from the hamess'dbulls, 
And scared them through the plains in startled 

flight : 
He to the ship retum'd; but bent his eye 



spbcimW ^W-JMIUJI iwiiiAWgrs, 

£lU'd with high ooong^ and impptiiitiwi itiil 
Of ttoii^t •«* « t fcok^; 'that. iDMlbrfiriir'fiil^ .'y T- 

Thet^MffdiMMral'ii^^ ill illlMi^9^^1i^ 

And barbed sp^trft, ami shinii^ helms? m field 
Hallow'd to Mars, the mortal-^sliEiyer God. 
lliitmgk «ir the spi^idottr flafih'd fvom earth tx> 

heatttii. 

\, 

As when <on ^ardi dbimdatit sn^di^ hftv<e ftHen, 
The windii dispcanse «giiiti the nditftery dcHidft 
In the dark night, and thick the crowded stars 

AM i^ttanhnm^the gloomy M> gkaiu'dther^^s 
Up^growing from the diidcy^4ndtilded s6Sl. 
But Jason then bethought him of the %ile 
Medea coanse^d^ Mid fitm (jff the plain 
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Snatched around stone, immense, a quoit Amt Mars: 
Not fiMir stroi^ youthfiil men had lifted it^ 
Though but a little* This within his gripe 
He took, and hurl'd at distance, with full swing 
Of his impulsive force^ amid the host. 
He^ back<-receding, sate behind his shield, 
Hid, but courageous Then the Colchians sent 
A mighty outcry : as the sea^ that shrill 
Dashes^ remurmuring^ on the pointed rocks. 
But on ifietes, from th^t quoit's strong cast, 
Foreboduig silence fdU They, like swift dogSi 
Ranging in fierceness, on each other tum'd 
Tumultuous battle. ^ On their mother earth 
By their own ^)ears they sank; like pines, or oaks» 
Strow'd by a whirlwind in the mountain dale. 
But, as a shooting 6tar draws through the hearens 
A fiery iiirrow, marvellous to men, 
Hmt view the q)lendour dart through gloomy air ; 
So Jason rush'd upon the earth-sprung host. 
Drawn from the scabbard waved his flashing sword, 
And smote promiscuous ; mowing with keen stroke 
Some hal£-uprisen to air, high as the waist : 
Some striving from the shoulders: some^ bu^tiow 
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Erect, and others starting to their fiset, 
And hasting to the charge. As when. a war 
Is kindled on the borders, straight, the swain. 
Fearing lest others reap before the time 
His harvest, takes his sickle newly sharped, 
And hastening cuts the tender com, nor waits 
The warm smi's ripening beams to dry the grain ; 
So Jason reap'd the crop of earth-bom men. 
The furrows overfioVd witli blood, as dikes 
Fill'd from a fountain. Headlong foil they down : 
And bit the rugged ground with hard-dench'd 

teeth. i^ 

Some backwards fell: some on their elbows propp'd, 
Some on their sides: and wallowing lay, like whales: 
And many wounded, ere their footing trod 
Earth's surface, far as into upper air 
Their bodies half emerged, so far, below 
The ground, sunk down, and plunged their heads, 

yet dank 
With the fresh mould. As when, profuse, the rain 
Is pour'd from ether, the young fig-trees bow. 
Torn from the roots, to earth ; the gardener's toil 
Is bliisted, and dejection and sore grief 
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overcome the orchard's owner; so deep cares 
Press'd on the sadden'd spirit of the king, 
JEetes: and he went, on his return 
To Ub own dty^ with the Colchian tnain $ 
Casting within hirtmubled mind, how best 
With sharper trial to oon&ODt the chiefs : 
Day fell ; and so ^e contest was fulfill'd. 
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JASQN IN 4F9IC. 



4, 



As H|Mt.titat^ >p^ 0T 

Or pcitileMle niiKiMk^.6i>^^^ 

Or, as when idok drc^ tte flweoilHEif «l4c^ 
And bellowii^ Booiids leaiii niirtia^mff WMbiii^irtii 
The hdOow fiine; or, in wuMa^f dM^^^cte' ^ 
Makes n^t in heaveiif anddurdi^ the|^b«M9^idr 
The stars shine twinkling in the dark df nooa; 
So crept the chiefs along the lengthening shore, 
While eve fell shadowy round. With piteous grasp 
They press'd each others' hands, and felt a joy 
In pouring forth their tears. Then each apart. 
With sorrow spent, fell prostrate on the sands ; 
For here and there, still onward, as they might. 
They chose their place of rest, and wrap'd their 

heads 
Within their mantles. Hungering, and athirst. 
The livelong night and following day, they press'd 
The ground, upon the verge of wretched death. 
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From these apart, the gathered damsels wept 
Around Medea. As when callow birds, ' 
Left in. the wilderness, fall through some cleft 
From their high eyry in the rock, and scream 
With shrilling cry; or as, upon the banks 
Of smooth Pactolus, ft*om their tremulous throats 
The swans breathe music; round the dewy mead 
It rings, and o'er the pleasant meadow-streams; 
So they, with dust strewn on their yellow hair, 
Through the long night wail'd bitter their lament. 
And truly then they all had yidded up 
The breath of life, inglorious and unknown. 
These chief of heroes ; and their enterprize 
Ended abortive; but with pity touch'd, 
The heroine nymphs of Afric, who redress 
The wrongs of human beings, saw and knew 
Their deep distress and spirit-wasting toil. 
These nymphs, of old, when virgin Pallas leap'd 
In dazzling armour fi-om the head of Jove, 
Came, and in Triton's waters laved the maid. 

It was mid-noon; and keenest sunbeams scorch'd 
On every side the Lybian sands, when they 
Stood nigh to Jason, and with gentle twitch 

z 2 



Diem ^mkik^^MhimmOelmm IriMhMiii 
lu lUiiiiMii, i»m'i Mi l|ariaraliv«gpiiMi^bJ 

Wif ■li lii« Jririnw fn thil ih^iiiir m tiw " 

f f« 

ABmtm^€kMmmm^ i^nwiiig^iiwia|^ id -^r^"^ 
The heroiiie nymphs cf Afric. But, tfiBel 
Nor thus with sonraws pine thyself away» 
Awaken too thy friends* Wb^ Amphitrite 
Shall loose the steed from Neptune's loUii^ cmv 
Then, to yoor mother, who has borne you loi^f 
Within her womb, her pains and carea vepty. 
To blest Achaia so shall ye return.'' 

They spake) and, where they stood invisiUs^ 
There still their accent Mounded, M if near. 
But Jason look'd amuttd him, and kan'd bat^, 
Dowiwittingon the ground: then thm exdaini'd: 
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<< Be ye prc^itious, awful Goddesses, 
Indwellers of the desert. Of return - 
Your oracles speak doubtfid, nor my soul 
Conceives their purport; but I will accost 
My comrades, all assembled to a man, 
If haply yet, some sign of our return 
Be found; for still the many counsel best." 

He said, and leaping forward with a bound, 
Shouted aloud. All grim with dust he stood, 
E'en as a lion, who in forests seeks 
Hie lioness, diat with him ranged the lawn. 
Lifts his long roar, and with the deepening sound 
The moontain thickets tremble underneath; 
The pastured herds all quake x the herdsman too 
Shudders. But not in them did Jason's shoyt 
Awake like terror. They beside him throng 
With eyes dejected. He the pensive band 
Order'd to sit along the level bay. 
The women intermixed, and thus explain'd: 
*^ Hiear, oh my friends! for, mournful as I lay^ 
Thr^ Goddesses enrobed in skins of goats, 
From the neck downward roimd their bask and 
loins, 
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Yet ftminine ia.giib|^8loodMOf9er#ltt^a»l *ff 

Caoae by mykeftd; afid idbOiilig^ ll;«]lBb!dl#irt 

^My lift^iinantle; bidding n^^^ i r. .s^r ,*'> 

And go to rouse the;rait;;iiiid tibey:^jrfq|iaiB^ili # M 
That to piuTi mother, who i hm hixme'.tm Uo^ ii 
Within her .womb^ we dioidd her. {Minsfrepayi 
^^(lien A^phitrate imzeint;4he kxMo^dla^ 
From NeptimeV roUing Giur* i llii&ifcqsithef 
To me is daffcness. Theyidedared "AeamhmA 
Tlie, heroine-nymphs, the h^mai^isedrepBiBig^iKUttdi 
Of Afidcj>ai^ whatever <m:land jor teau -h^ > J 
We did, or suffer'd, they profess'd to know. 
Nor did I see them longer where they ^tood; 
Their visible presence, sudden, in the midst 
Darkness or cloud enveloped from my sight*" 

So said he, ' and his hearers listen'd mute 
In wonder. Then, a mighty prodigy 
Before ' the eyes of all the Argonauts 
Appear'd. From forth the ocean on dry land 
There leap'd a courser. . . His huge mane swept long 
Each side the neck, and blazed with ruddy gold. 
The whilst he toss'd his arching crest on high. 



■ APOLLONIUS RHODIUS. 343 

Swift from his quivering limbs he shook the brine, 
And started into speed; his running hopfi 
fleet as the wind. Then Peleus, fill'd with joy, 
^Cried to his comrades : ^^ Now I deem the steed 
Loosed from the car of Neptune, by his spouse. 
No other mother than the ship itself 
My spirit augurs. She within her womb 
Hath borne us, groaning with her endless toils. 
Her on our hardy shoulders let us raise 
Uplifted, and within the sandy realm 
Bear onward, where the courser's rapid hoof 
Has past beyond. For not in earth will sink 
The steed of Ocean; but the hope is mine, 
His track will point to some far-distant bay 
Wide-opening to the sea." He said, and all 
Approved the counsel &Iling from his lips. 

This is a tale of Muses; for I sing. 
The minister of those Pierian maids. 
And I have heard for truth the storied fame. 
And ye ! oh thrice-illustrious sons of kings ! 
With valour of your strength did thus upbear 
The ship aloft, and all its various freight. 
O'er Afric's desert hills. Twelve nights and days 
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CLEANTHES, 

Bef. Ch. 240. 



HYMN TO JUPITER. 



KirousR translator: west. 



Cleanthes was bom at Vassus, in the Troad, 
in Lesser Asia. He was originally a wrestler; but 
conceiving an ardour of knowledge, he provided 
for his sustenance by drawing water during the 
night, that he might devote the day to study. He 
applied himself to the stoical philosophy of Zeno ; 
and, after his death, succeeded him in the portica 
It is said that he starved himself at the age of ninety. 
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Of the hymn of Cleanthes, West justly remarks 
it as extraordinary, that such correct sentiments of 
duty should be found in a heathen, and so much 
poetry in a philosopher. 



CLEANTHES. 



HYMN TO JUPITER. 



JVloST glorious of th* immortal Powers above ! 
Oh thou of many names ! mysterious Jove ! 
For evermore Almighty ! Nature's source ! 
That govem'st all things in their ordered course! 
All-hail to thee ! since, innocent of blame, 
E'en mortal creatures may address thy name ; 
For all that breathe, and creep the lowly earth, 
Echo thy being with reflected birth; 
Thee will I sing, thy strength for aye resound: 
The universe, that rolls this globe around. 
Moves wheresoe'er thy plastic influence guides. 
And, ductUe, owns the God whose arm presides. 
The lightnings are thy ministers of ire; 
The double-fork'd, and ever living fire; 
In thy unconquerable hands they glow. 
And at the flash all nature quakes below. 
Thus, thunder-'arm'd, thou dost cremation draw 
To one immense, inevitable law: 



■ s. 
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And. with ihe varknis maM of bnesdiiwr aoidft 
Thy power is mingled, and thy ^fbM woBb* 
Dread gadm a^mdOmtimiaS^hom 
To thee; the nniversid mcmarch thoiii 
Nor aught is done without thy wlie eoatroult 
On earthy or sea, or nniid th' edt^eal jftAfy 
Sate iiKbeii the wiclGedf in theit ficaqi^iilaid^J/: 
Act o%r .^ Jbllici of a mmfkwwmim> b a eJ^^ 
Thou cuib'il th' 0oes6; ocs^asi^ t^O^^ 
Moviea riigdbr; ib^ wakmiy umi^ k imfj^ 
Thy hand^ ednciiig good fcovi «vi]^ htiagsk ^r : 
To one apt hamoi^ the atrifc -of ^igib fv 
One ever-during law still binds the whole, 
Though shun'd, resisted, by the sinner's soul. 
Wretches ! while stiU they coarse the glittering 

prize, 
The law of God eludes their ears and eyes. 
Life then were yirtue^ did they this obey; 
But wide from life's chief good they headlong 

stray. 
Now glory's arduous toils the breaat inflame; 
Now avarice thirsts, insensible of shame; 
Now sloth unnerves them in voluptuoua ease; 
And the sweet pleasures of the body pleaiie. 
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With eager haste they rush the gulf within, 
And their whole souls are centered in their sin. 
But, oh, great Jove ! by whom all good is given ! 
Dweller with lightnings, and the clouds of heaven ! 
Save from their dreadful error lost mankind I 
Father ! disperse these shadows of the mind ! 
Give them thy pure and righteous law to know; 
Wherewith thy justice governs all below. 
Thus honour'd by the knowledge of thy way. 
Shall men that honour to thyself repay ; 
And bid thy mighty works in praises ring; 
As well befits a mortal's lips to sing : 
More blest, nor m^i, nor heavenly powers, can be, 
Than when their songs are of thy law and thee I 



II 1 II 1 1—— .^ 
RHIANUS. 

Bef. Ch. 200. 



FRAGMENTS. EPIGRAMS. 



Rhianus was a native of Bena in the island 
of Crete. He was, originally, master of the Pa- 
laestra, or circus of gymnastic exercises ; but was 
afterwards distinguished as a poet and gramma- 
rian. He wrote a history of Messene in verse, 
of which the accuracy is praised by Pausanias; 
and composed similar historic poems, on dif- 
ferent Grecian states. Suetonius relates that 
Tiberius was particularly partial to the poems of 
Bhianus ; and that he placed his bust in the public 
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lihrariei^ among those of tlie most cnuiieiit poefak 
ITiere is digmty $^ J^|f|9f|^|ragm^ but bk 
qxigrams, although elqgaut, are taliped ^witii Ae 



depmyity of his times. 
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RHIANUS, 355 



ON HUMAN FOLLY. 



Still err our mortal souls : nor wisely bear 
The heaven-dealt lots, that still depress the scale 
From side to side. The man of indigence 
Loads with his bitter blame the Gods ; and, stung 
With discontent,. neglects :his mental powers, ' 
And energies ; nor dares, courageous, aught 
Of speech or action ; trembling, when the rich 
Appear before him: sadness and despair 
Eating his very heart. While he, who swells 
With proud prosperity, whom Heaven endows 
With riches, and with power above the crowd; 
Forgets his being's nature; that his feiet 
Tread the low earth, and that himself was bom 
Of mortal parents ; but, with puflfd up mind, 
Sinful in haughtiness, like Jove, he wields 
The thunder ; and, though small in stature, lifts 
The neck, withhigh-rein'd head, as though he wooed 
Fair-arm'd Minerva; and had cleft a way 
To high Olympus' top; that with the Gods 
There number'd, he might feast in blessedness. 
VOL. I. 2 a 



VW SPKUfKHf or ««• IS.A88IG FpBtS. 

Birt loi DestniGtioiiy nmniiig wkh soft feet, 
Unlodc'd lor, lund mmeetk^ bows poddenly 
The kiftiest heads. IS^^tRiUy die steals 

imipywirhiW.rfbHi4iiiw4si<i Jj^tBik^wgn ^^^^ 
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AMATORY EPIGRAM, 



LIexionica, with a limed thread, 
Her snare, beneath a verdant plane-tree, spread ; 
And caught a blackbird by the quivering wing ; 
The struggling bird's shrill outcries piping ring. 
Oh God of love ! oh Graces, blooming fair ! 
I would that I a thrush, or blackbird, were: 
So, in her grasp, to breathe my murmur'd cries. 
And shed a sweet tear from my silent eyes ! 



2 a2 



Bton. 



BION. 



Bef. Ch. IfiO. 



IDYLLS. 

EngUih Tnnutatoni 
COOKE, FAWKES, POLWHl^b 



BioN was a native of Smjrma, in Ionia, and lived 
some time under Ptolemy Philometer. We col- 
lect, from the monody on his death by Moschus, 
that he was poisoned; and it has been thought, 
that there is an obscure intimation of the poison 
having been administered by the command of some 
person in power. 

What man so bard could mix the draught for thee. 
Or bid be miz'd, nor feel thy melody ? 
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By those who ^o not rend poetry with a poetical 
fedingi it may be thqpMt^<Shat the '^ Epitaph <m 
Adonis" is possessed of little interest to a modem 
reader. Yet ^Hfenus and Jidoais" was the first 
poetical efibrt of our ^V^ Shakq>eare* It is an 
ignorance of the nature of poetry, whidi jdaces 
its excellence in th^ ^pi i iiiito ai real fedii^ on 
real occasions. The poet is be that is tl» inak^: 
he that c6unterfeits passion, where it is not ; add 
identifies himself wiliti^ii^iigii|pry situations, feel- 
ings, and charac;i;($pi,,^,,J(( ii^.lMs creative ^ciiltj, 

this plastidtj ,i^J4pal,^^#ifo^^^^^W^ confers a^ 

value on the " Elegy on Adonis " far exceeding 
that of mere amenity of numbers, or delicacy of 
painting. Every thing of Bion partakes essen- 
tially of the poet. His apologues are beautiful 
models of allegory, and delight by their unafiected 
archness and the sweetness of their simplici^. 



BION. 



ELEGY ON ADONIS. 



I MOURN Adoma, fair Adpnis, dead: 

The I^ves ^k tears for &ir Adonis shed: 

$}p inore, oh Venus! sleep in purple vest; 

Ri^ robed in blue : ah, sad-^one ! smite thy bceast, 

And jcry ^ the fair Adonis is no more." 

I mourn Adonis: him the Loves deplore: 

See fair A^nis oa ^ mountains lie ; 

The boar's vsioie tusk has rent his whiter thigh : 

While in feint gasps his lijEb-breadi ebbs away, 

GrieTs barrowdng agonies on Venus prey: 

Black through ih^ emowy £esh the blood-idvcps 

creep; 
The eyes beneath <hl9 ibcows in torpor sle^: 
The rose has fled Jiis Ups, and with him dios 
The kiss, that Venus, tbcHi^ in diealih, shall prias/e : 
Dear is the kiss, though life* the Jlips haris fled; 
But Bot Adonis feels it waian the 4#ad« 
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I mourn Adonis : mourn the Loves around : 
Ah! cruel, cruel is that bleeding wound: 
Yet Venus feels more agonizing smart; 
A deeper wound has pierced within her heart. 
Around the youth his hounds in howlings yellj 
And shriek the njrmphs from every mountain dell: 
Venus, herself, among the forest-dales, 
UnsandaPd, strews her tresses to the gales: 
The wounding brambles, bent beneath her tread, 
With sacred blood-drops of her feet are red : 
She through the lengthening vallies shrieks, and 

cries, 
" Say where my young Assyrian bridegroom lies?" 
But round his navel black the life-blood flow'd ; 
His snowy breast and side with purple glow'd. 

Ah ! Venus ! ah ! the Loves for thee bewaU ; 
With that lost youth thy fading graces fail ; 
Her beauty bloom'd, while life was in his eyes ; 
Ah, woe ! with him it bloom'd, with him it dies. 
The oaks and mountains " ah ! Adonis ! " sigh : 
•The rivers moan to Venus' agony: 
The mountain springs all trickle into tears: 
The blush of grief on every flower appears : 
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And Venus o'er each solitary hill, 

And through wide cities chaunts her dirges shrill. 

Woe, Venus! woe! Adonis is no more: 
Echoes repeat the lonely mountains o'er, 
** Adonis is no more:" woe, woe is me! 
WTio at her grievous love dry-eyed can be? 
Mute at th' intolerable wound she stood: 
And saw, and knew the thigh dash'd red with 

blood: 
Groaning she stretch'd her arms : and ^^ stay ! " she 

said, 
" Stay, poor Adonis! — lift thy languid head: 
Ah ! let me find thy last expiring breathy 
Mix lips with lips, and suck thy soul in death. 
Wake but a little, for a last, last kiss: 
Be it the last, but warm with life, as this. 
That through my lips I may thy spirit drain, 
Suck thy sweet breath, drink love through every 

vein : 
This kiss shall serve me ever in thy stead; 

if 

Since thou thyself unhappy one! art fled: 
Thou art fled far to Acheron's drear scene, 
A king abhor'd, and an inhuman queen : 



m iKcuixm orrmoi cumm mms. 

I fed the woe^ iii Ihm mnitmk w^mitkkB* ^ t 

TBke>: ftBKgfitiet my^fimimt, mimdUut, lUUga 
Time to^ iMbiiiaii wa^j^Ak BoMmi^ kn%H 

* 

Oh thrabe Moi^dl ^oa airir 9kidigMmj^fgaM\ 
And iiH my (wmt 1^1%^ Mke irdkiaii^it Aovnim 
, Vc»iii8 sfaiks kmdy cm a iddowfd hidiiik! r 

My oeirtm parish'd with HbjwMi ah lApi , 

And tempt the woodland monster's cnudfty ?" 

So Venus mourns : her loss the Loves -dfepknoe : 
Woe, Venus, woe! Adonis is no morew 
As many drops as frcnn Adonis bled» 
So Biany tears the sorrowing Venus shodi 
For every drop on eaith a flower there grQW#!: 
Anemones for tears; for blood the rose. 

I mourn Adonis : fair Adonis dead : 
Not o'er the youth m words thy sorrows shed: 
For thy Adonis' limbs a couch is strown. 
That couch he presses, Venus! 'His ithy owsu 
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There d^ he lies, yet fair in blooming grace: 
StUl fiUTj as if widi dumber o» bi3 bee. 
Haste, lay him on the golden -stand, aiid spn^ 
The ^anaents thfit inrobed him in tby lied, / 
W^hen on thy heavenly In-east the livekwig night 
He Ae^tf .and court jma, theu^ lie scare diy 

sight; 
l^ay him vi^h g^IaMs and with &>wet« ; but ^ 
With him are dead, and wither'd at his fall. 
With balms anoint him from the myrtle tree: 
Or perish ointments; for thy balm was he. 
. Now on his pmple vest Adonis lies: 
The groans of weeping Loves aromid him rise : 
Shorn of their locks, beneath their feet they throw 
The quiver plumed, the darts, and broken bow : 
One slips the sandal, one the water brings 
In golden ewer, one fans him with his wings. 

The Loves o'er Venus' self bewail with tears, 
And Hymen in the vestibule appears 
Shrouding his torch ; and spreads in silent grief 
The vacant wreath that twined its nuptial leaf. 
•* Hymen!" no more: but " woe, alas! " they sing: 
" Ah, for Adonis!" Ah! for Hymen!" ring: 
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The Graces for the son of Mjrrrha pine; 
And, Venus I shriek with shriller voice than thine. 
Muses Adonis, fair Adonis, caU, 
And sing him back ; but he is deaf to all. 
Bootless the sorrow, that would touch his sprite 
Nor Proserpine shall loose him to the light: - 
Cease, Venus! now thy wail: reserve thy tear: 
Again to fall with each Adonian year. 
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THE BOY FOWLER AND LOVE. 



A STRIPLING bird-catcher, in thick-set grove 
Chasing the birds, espied the vagrant Love 
Perch'd on a box-tree bough. He thrill'dvrith joy; 
So large a bird appeared the vringed boy: 
Tlien join'd, in eager haste, the ready snare, 
And watch'd the flutterer hopping here and there: 
Till, at his endless efforts mortified. 
In sudden pet he cast the springe aside. 
To an old ploughman, master of the art, 
Hasten'd the. boy, his grievance to impart; 
And show'd where Love sate perch'd: the old man 

smiled. 
Shook his gray head,, and answer'd thus the child: 
" Boy! give the bird-chase o'er; fly fast away, .^ 
Happy to lose so mischievous a prey: 
And, doubt not, if to man thy stature rise. 
That nimble fiigitive, who flits and flies, 
Shall of himself to meet .thy presence spring, . 
And perch upon thy head with bold femiliar wing.'^ 
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IJOff^ A ff^WMd 



Make lisif^^^'^p^ ^ <' 

In shepherd ioiyjl^ i iMMb^thr indw klMi^t i 
Haw Trnt^JBttm^Mii tfii Heai^inwprf iiwi^ > 
How £lMBbw jne f y i m hwyi* j1mi< f lilfaw jjati 
Minerva breath'd, and Hermes strung the lute. 
Such were my lessons: but the careless child^ 
Instructor in his turn, my ear beguiled 
.With amorous chaunt. He sang, how Goda above, 
And earthly mortal^ languish hito love; 
And all his mother's soft adventures taught, 
Till all the tutor vanish'd from my thought 
I learn'd the tender lore ai Love alone. 
Intent (m his, forgetftd of my own. 
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THE S£ASOx\S. 



CLEODAMUS. 

Winter^ or autumn^ summer-month, or ispring, 
Which yields most pleasure on its passing wing? 
The summer, when our harvest-toils are crown'd, 
Or autumn sweet, when hunger light is found? 
Or sluggish winter? since when winters freeze, 
Many their cold limbs chafe in torpid fireside ease ? 
Or beauteous spring? be thy election made: 
For we may talk at leisure in the shade. 

MYRSON. 

Befits not men to scan the heavenly things; 
For each is holy: each its pleasure brings: 
Yet for thy sake will I my reason name: 
I would not summer, when the sun strikes flame; 
I would not autumn, since the firuitful trees 
Scatter the seeds of surfeit and disease ; 
Hard winter's nipping firosts and snows I feai; 
Be spring, wish'd spring, my season through the 
year: 



S6i SFECmiNS 07 TOm CLMttIC TOSTS. 

TheaOi ndther ocdd our* aJirinltlng body bends, 
NcNT with hot strcke tia' o'enrartheniiig sun inn 

pends: 
All sweet things bifd Wi0i!'8f^ ^ green delights^ 
tAfiid^ Msa iM^'adciil'dftw ^andtflcwd ■gtpht^ - / / 
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t^o&t^fii 



MOSCHUS. 

Ber<Cli4l45« 



. IDYLL9v 

kngiiih Translatort: 
COOKC, PAWKES, POLWHELE. 

MoscHUi^ die friend of BS^ Wa» ^ tf^oW^ 
i&risltfpditti;, th^celebraX:ed floiMeiAc^eenddf ;t #b^ 
y^m Mk>T to the childrefii of FtokMdy niilK»Aeta^.. 
Kb pi<dbsA)ly resided at AlefMkd^lafi mA tt pttt& 
sage k ki» *^ 1^^ on Bkaa^' seemi^ torititilnato tlM» 
he'W^ by biHih m^ llteUm^ Sotne^ |ibetieal dupe^' 
ifologijgte hiiv«' piflieed the sera of Modehfo^ mueb 
lliil^ei^;^ Md have made hkn (tonte mp owgy wiflr 
VOL. I, 2 b 
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Theocritus. Others have supposed Theocritus and 
Moschus to be the same person: but the latter 
alludes to the former by name. 

Moschus seems to have taken Bidn for his 
model, and resembles him in his turn for apologue, 
his delicate amenity of style, his luxuriance of 
poetical imagery, and his graceful, and as it wer^ 
feminine, softness. The ^^ Elegy on Bion '' may, 
at first view, appear forced and affected, from its 
exuberance of conceit ; and Dr. Johnson, in his 
critique on ^^ Lycidas," has given a currency to the 
opinion, that, where there is real sorrow, there 
can be nothing of mere poetry. I am satified that 
the inference is unphilosophical. What is the 
reason that " Lycidas," and that the " Monody on 
Lucy" by Lord Littleton, continue to be popular 
in defiance of criticism ? It is that the criticism is 
hypercritical, and that the popular feeling is right 
Shakspeare, who had fi'om nature the deepest in- 
tuition into the complicated science of mental phi- 
losophy, saw that the human mind perpetually foils 
the calculations of previous reasoning. We are 
often struck with the language and deportment of 
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liis characters, as contrary to what might have 
been espected under such ehrcumstances; and yet 
we shall, I believe, invariably find that Shakspeare, 
in disappointing the vulgar notions of probability 
or consistency, has taken his instructiims firom 
practical human life. Among various instances, 
that of a seemingly affected ^«nd overstrained mode 
of diction, and &r-fetched train of sentiment, .may 
be^flddnced as one of the most prominent; and as 
diat which is most firequendy condemned with a 
poRtive confidence, as a glaring violation of a 
universally acknowledged rule. But it vnO. be 
found, that the human mind, when acted iq>on by 
aiTfr extraordinary excitement, does in fiict fly to 
remote associations, and vent its superfluous energy 
in yiol^it combinations, and in a wild sportiveness 
of imagery. Metaphor and figure abound even in 
the street quarrels of the least educated persons; 
and it is on this principle, that the conceited 
musings in the speeches of Romeo and Juliet are 
justified by nature. The " El^y'* of Moschus, 
like the ** Lyddas " of Milton, is no impeachment 
of the poet's accurate taste^ or genuine simj^city 

Sb2 



^ * 

if fifte|iilgftiitiil(v4ii< ioitl^ 

IpaBU^i'^OiOihii;^ iu fitirO hjil'j) ^-liit fift>i ,rioi rr* vj 

ftiiow tfiiBiiMiiBii nnd ilwinwiilMiWilii iii_lJlto rtmim 

hfkUiv^nit poOeiicdHpt ii^J^M^IlMinlifia ^tisqMafe 
ofi the utter exthictiont'df humonjltf^. a$ ocvnpftr^ed 
with the reviviseenoe of plants^ In ih&ii maffnS^ 
c&^ Biblical poem^ the book o£ Job^ there i» sk 
passage veiy similas toi this, of Moschus, though. 
e:itceeding. it ia sublimity^ ChQ>p» xiv* 

*f There is hope of a trefi^ if it be* cut: doymt thirt. 
it will ^rout again, an4' that die tendei! bnaodk 
tjbereof will nol^ qeafiie: thought the. root ^x^ 
y^.f^QWxn the es^y and) the stock tbeveofi die ijn 
the ground; y<^ttjjr(»jgbitbe scent o£ water it wiB 
bud« and bring, fi^rth.: bou^s- like a. plant, Bui 
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man dieth, and wasteth away : yea, man giveth up 
the ghost, and where is he? As the waters fail 
from the sea, and the flood decayeth and drieth 
up ; so man lieth down, and risetb not : till the 
heavens be no more, they shall not awake^ nor be 
raised out of their sleep." 



MOSCHUS. 



LOVE A FUGITIVE. 



Venus aloud proclaim'd the truant Love: 
" Whoe'er has seen him in the cross-ways rove, 
He is my run-away: whoe'er descries, 
And straight informs^ may claim a kiss — his prize* 
I^ stranger! thou the fiigitive restore, 
Not a' bare kiss is thine, but something more. 
The boy has many marks : that thou majr'st tell 
His form from twenty others, heed them well : 
Not white his skin, but of a fire-red hue : 
His eyes like flame keen sparkling to the view : 
A mischief-making mind; words prattling sweet; 
His thoughts belie, what soft his lips repeat : 
His voice like honey; but should anger bum, 
Of temper fierce, implacable, and stem : 
Still uttering fiilsehoods, an impostor sly; 
A treacherous boy that sports with cruelty: 
Fair curling ringlets cluster round his head; 
Tiny his hands ; but &r his darts are sped : 
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E'en to the bank^ ixf A^im^ t|^ ^"^^. 



Their fisather'd aim* and strike th' infernal kimr. 
Naked his bodyr ciuak^ Mi aieciet mind; 
Wing'd like a bird he hovers round mankind: 
From these to those; fiom men to vcanen flies: 
And perching in thdr'fltals Iniking lies. 

Nay— oft tl^ 7pn4^^w<^^*f^ «^ 

An4 mpri9 than al^ Us tiny torcb'^ glare 
Bumi9 \ip the fun: then sei^e him, but beware: 
Lest with hi«i tewre he to thy bosom creep; 
Bring him faat-boimd; nor pity though he weep: 
And though he laugh in sport, yet drag him stem; 
Or, would he kiss thee? from his kisses turn: 
Tliere's poison on his lips: cmt d:K)uld he say^ 
" Take here my weapons;" touch tb^n not: away f 
His gifts 9re firaudsj^ evade his. artful aim; 
All, all mrc^ tinptured with omtagioua Sama. 
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EUROPA. 



Wheit now they reach'd the meadg with flow- 
rets pied, 
The damsels cuIPd a wreath diversified : 
Some scented daffi)dils in garlands set; 
Wild thyme, the hyacinth, and violet: 
Some yellow saffirons pluck'd in wrestling speed; 
The leaves lay strewn along the vernal mead. 
The princess, Venus midst the Graces, stands. 
The rose's purple brightness wreathes her hands: 
Not long her heart should dwell on flowers alone; 
Not long the gem should clasp her virgin zone; 
For Jove look'd musing on her charms, his heart 
Unwary smitten with the sudden dart: 
That dart of Venus, which alone is found 
To pierce the mighty Thunderer with a wound. 
Then, Juno's jealous anger to evade^ 
And hure with soft deceit the tender maid^ 
He veiFd the God, tranitfonn'd with buIUUke 

brow: 
Not Bke the huiil that drags the crooked plough^ 
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Feeds in tiie stall, or roeiiis with beards ll^ phi% 
Or drains widi yoke-bow'd nedk tbe pbmkfdiis im^ 
With ydk>w hue his sle^Eaa'd body beMas; 

Wm eyes with bluaah li^t thdr, |^^mh wB, - 
Aiid IiAtopiirah.;«iK'pii«winn (rf Jm knk.:, nC 

•4 

Horns, equal-beadfai^ ftbrniU^^bconirs epM9i^ ^ 
And to ft tmboiililEe ciiyecebfe jaHHiig «igBJ !>*i / 

All loQlfd' tof loadk the lof%^lraU|t'^rJBMin ,n^ ' 
fifebMitby than wei« the floiren boealii tibeir leiet: 

At innocent Europa's side he stood 
And lick'd her neck, and blandishingly wooed: 
She stroked him with her hand; and wiped away 
The foam, that frotli'd around his lips, like spray; 
And kiss'd the bull : melodiously he low*d. 
As if from Phrygian flute the murmur flowed: 
Folding his knees before her feet, he raised 
His head, and with his neck retorted gazed; 
And spread his back's smooth breadth: in jocund 

pride 
She to the maids of clustered ringlets cried : 
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^ Hitber, dear playmates, and companions dear' 
Come, let us take our pastime, ride the steer: 
His back, thus crouch'd beneath us, will contain 
Our troop, like some large ship that skims the main: 
Unlike all other bulls, his look is kind, 
Serene his temper, and humane his mind: 
He only wants a voice:'' then laughing gay 
She climb'd his back: the rest in frolic play 
Would also dimb : when straight he starting fled 
With' her he wish'd, and tow'rds the ocean sped. 
She turning stretch'd her hands, and call*d for aid 
To each fond playmate, each vain-foUomng maid : 
He from the shore plunged onward in the spray, 
And, like a dolphin; shot liis distant way. 
Then their emerging forms the Nereids showed, 
And borne oh whales in long procession rode: 
The hoarse-voiced Neptune rear'd, himseli^ the 

head, 
Xevell'd the billows and the voyage led; 
His brother's pilot through the watery plain, 
While from the gulfs of the deep-flowing main 
Upsprang the Tritons, in wide-circling throng. 
And blew with spiral shells the nuptial ^ng. . 



• * 
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J^ott^lfolMdiaiiM back td Jm^m^bgrnk^X '' 

r 

The flttttMig Jbldia^ jofiite >|Nvple»iii^i I/k^^ 
Whendhr Jte liHiigwi i hto ini9 duyd 4ril^idt#^ 
Of tlM.^ iQfHftamrttitt m «iid«tfii«ri-f. H 
Wide <cgf Jtocp^ dwalddr^^ jaAi^i^^ u 
lllientflkd icibejiwfedijirdl^ *i^* /^ 

Aad bttsqwit IxM lioi li^; ifhm M/4r imi irtti^ 

shore ; 
And not a mountain topM the prospect mole: 
Above, vast ether; ocean without bound 
Beneath; she q)oke, with eyes wide wandering 

round: 
^^ Oh supernatural bull ! say whither now 
Must I be wafted? whence^ or what art thou? 
How can thy feet, thus strangely labouring, sweq> 
The surge, nor thou be startled at the deep? 
Swift ships alone can pass the foaming spray, 
And bulls shrink shuddering from the ocean wi^. 
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Ah ! what sweet drink, what ftiod^ can here be 

thinev 
Amidst the bitter elemenlt of brine? 
Art thou some God? then why witk fonoe mnade^ 
Unseoidiy Sot a Godi. a hslplins maid? 
Moat sure a God l cm do^ina of dio inaKB 
Ski» the dry earth? bulk tread the wntcvy pkin? 
Thou walk'M coi earthy and rarest fironi dw 

The waves glide from thee, and thy hoc^ anre oars. 
Ah ! b^ly thou wjH mount the aaiire air^ 
And like; a bird. »rift-darting hover there I 
Woe, woet is Bie^ unfaiqppy I who could leave 
^ Other's bome> and let a bull deceive it 
WhHst him I Mow, in strange voyage bonuv 
And o'er Abe Asep^ stray lonely and forlorn.. 
But thou» ok Neptane I in the hoeiry sea 
Bearing strong sway, oh help, oh haste to me! 
Yes — I have hope that I shall soon behold 
The power that pilots me, where waves are roll'd; 
For, not without a God, I thus could sweep, 
Safe and unbathed, the ever-flowing deep." 
She said : the bull of ample horns replied. 
Take courage, gentle maid! nor fear the tide: 



it 



I change my dbape at wil), now diangwCigr love. 
Lore drove ki% lMaiJaDr>fenb'4.JdU «itay ioMi 
4lid^Cr^ dMdl/no«r im^e^l^ imiilotm^ 
Crete whii^ mty nfii/sicf mnk ^ 

WhcM iprete 4didtl n(i^ ow n^pM.d^^Mioidt 
3k|id t^Mi ^dialt bear nus eon% ivlifpe' yfaii i ed liiitot 
ttaltiprcad its kh^wn^ima, lanid^l^teid^ I 
He qpoke^ and what he ipoke wii ;di^; lor 

Rose Iram ^.ie%> to^a^eH Amn vaqj^ 

Jove^ >trai^t;|r«ofa%inred^ id hinifldf 

And from the maid's coy waist urcia^d the zone: 

The Hours beneath them strew'd the coudi <^lov% 

The virgm now became the bride of Jore ; 

With fire that shot from his embraces glow'd. 

And ftk within the quicken'd demi-god. 
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EPITAPH ON BION. 



Oh forest dells and streams ! oh Dorian tide ! 
Groan with my grie( since lovely Bion died: 
Ye plants and copses now his loss bewail: 
Mowers from your tufts a sad perfume exhale: 
Anemones and roses, mournful show 
Your crimson leaves, and wear a blush of woe: 
And hyacinth, now more than ever spread 
The woeftd ah ! that marks thy petal'd head 
With lettered grief: the beauteous minstrel's 
dead. 
Sicilian Muses, pour the dirge of woe : 
Ye nightingales, whose plaintive warblings flow 
From the thick leaves of some embowering wood, 
Tell the sad loss to Arethusa's flood: 
The shepherd Bion dies: with him is dead 
The life of song: the Doric Muse is fled. 
• Sicilian Muses, pour the dirge of woe : 
Where Strymon's gliding waters smoothly flow. 
Ye swans, chant sofl with saddest murmuring 
Such notes as Bion's self was wont to. sing: 



IM gnoMEsm <MPi«Mi «U8iic foms. 



Let ThrMJa*tiiittidt| the njmplmiitlbmmh leara^ 
Tlie Doric Orj^beiiB atiimben & his mi* 
ScSiaa MiN»% pcmr^fbe dbge of woe i 
IShe heidt Bd iswe iImiI cjbaiyfe mijyBnwi litioii j^ 

Bitt brfpdieii Iw stain Jc^ I^elhe'9 Mittm ifir^^ 
SSow^wandexpg bjb P^ broiPie ii»ik^ofkm gmilt 
For t]i«%rol| Bioiillib ii»^gm99 IMhmi ^>^ ^ ' 

Each fountain nymph disconsolate ap|>ea]:^ 
And aU her waters turn ta tricklh^ teaurs^: 
Mute Echo piaes the silent rt>ek» arooti^ 
Aad mouma those lip% that wd^ed their sweetest 

sound: 
Trees dropp^^d their fimita^a^ at thjr faiating brealb, 
And flowfrs w^e with^d at the blast of deai^ir 
The flocks no^ mcHre their luseioua miflc bdsfeow'dy 
Nor froiB the hie^ the golden hoa^F flew'd:^ 
Grief in its cells the A&w&ry nectair dric^ 
And hoaey lo^ ito wme^U wheni Bion dUed. 



TIk? ^rgpB qf woe, SWfiliaii Mwep! pour: 
Ne'i^ iQODFii'd th^ ^plpbifl oa the Oo^m SfV^^t 
Ne'er on ike VQffk^ so sang the ni^tingale^ 
Nor the siu} swallow in the mountain d^; 
Ne'er did th^ halcyon's note jso plaintive Qow; 
Sicilian Muses, pour t)ie dirge of woe : 

Nor ere the sear^dew shrili'd its mournful strain 
Midst the bipe watery of the glassy main; 
Nor the M^nmonian bird was wont to sing 
In Eastern vales, light;-Jbpvering pn ih^ wipg, 
Where slept Aip:prit'§ son within the tcupb^ 
As when they w^'4 th|8 lifel^ 3io^'s dopin* 

Sicilii^ M^^(BS, pour the dirge <^ woe ; 
lliie swaUow% pai^tingales, tjiat wont to know 
EGs pipe with joy ^ whom throats he taught tp sing, 
Perch'd cm th^ br^ches mAde their dirges rj|ig: 
All other b^ds replied from all th^ grove $ 
And ye too monm, ph ^very wpp4l9^d dpyei 

Sicilian Muses, pour the dirg^ oi woe ; 
Who, dear-belovied I thy fih^ flnt(e sbal} blow? 
What hs^y Up shftU tbw ^dv^ntniDgps he ? 

Thy lip has t^ni^*4 the pipe; it l^fBtbfi^ pf th^: 
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Mute' EdieH ttifh ki* tii^ dMI ^noAlii* iMad 
I besr*^ 1^ ta^ Fkb: y^ %^^^ uo i >,/: 

aidSian Mto^ '|)^lb^^ tiief ^^^ v* j/: 

The tern tt jfe^iiOfis^^ Bt^^ m^iiuir 

Wkeii< bir the sei^Hshc^^^i^ tf ^di^ 4^^ 

Fordie dtim him db^^ i^i 

She llkte^ die' OcMt' MlSft'd/dlt'liM^^iB^ 

Still on the desert sands, beside the brine. 
She feeds jthe wandering herds, that late were thine, 

Sicilian Muses, pour the dirge of woe : 
Whatever gifts the Muses could bestow 
Are dead with theie; whate'er the damsels gave 
Of sweet-lip'd kisses, buried in thy- grava 
Around thy sepulchre the Loves deplore 
Their loss; and Venus, shepherd! loves thee more 
Than the soft kiss, which late she bent to ap 
From dying fragrance of Adonis* lip. 
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Oh Mdes ! most melodious stream ! behold 
Another grief, like Homer's loss of old : 
Calliope's sweet mouth: thy streams did run 
In wailing tides to mourn that mighty son: 
Thou with thy voice didst fill the greater sea: 
Behold another son is lost to thee: 
Shrunk are thy streams: both bathed in holiest dews; 
Both dear alike to fountains of the Muse: 
This drank where Pegasus had delved the hill; 
That dip'd the cup in Arethusa's rill: 
This sang Tyndarian Helen's matchless charms, 
Thetis' great son, and Menelaus' arms: 
But that no wars, no tears, in numbers roll'd; 
Pan, /swains, he sang, and singing fed his fold; 
The sweet-breath'd heifer milk'd; the pipes com- 
bined, 
And taught how damsels kiss most melting kind: 
The infant Love he fondled on his breast, 
And Venus' self her soothest swain caress'd. 

Sicilian Muses, pour the dirge of woe : 
Tears for thy loss through famous cities flow : 
Ascra less pensive bends o'er Hesiod's urn. 
And. less Bceotia's woods for Pindar mourn : 

*c2 



Ml »FSCiMKi» gr fWrfLAOUC »»n* 

Mot ta,mmeei,Uritm wwwi. ^towf rtnn/mth - 
Or Co»: fm t i rt aii¥>w i 4 ii i r«¥ i i i l«# iP iVi >»j...t.' 

Wliat though tht %ll>8IMMB.i«il«»> i lWIM Ifl -.:< 

;. Ty iri tt i r f«i(»:.iM»:»- dn ftl lli WW t t>-r;f.-,..t)-t.ft' 

9!ta iNttaiM'<ittnlp(4fwi>;Ait>AliPMlhki «fH:r 

Which MMt tly.ilip*. lfcyj »Bmoi«lg ttiWBiwllW» 

Hiy wealtli to others left uamoml I sq% 
For thou hast left thy mii]^trdsy to nw^ 
Sioilim Musei, pour tiie dirgiQ of h^ioq * 
Ah me ! ah me ! the fading mallowfi ^tl^^w 
The gard^ bedftt the pttroley's ¥ei(4mt irar^i^^ 
And cr^ied aniie shed* tibueif bloooiy br^th ; 
Yet the new: year shall firesk e:^iieneo gi^e^ 
Warm their gFeen v«Qs^ and hid thfim l^l^om 

and kve. 
But we^ die great, the iridialit^ end th« vri^ 
When once in deadi we dosa our pallid eyei s 



tn igftrth's dark carems^ sensdesB^ dtitnbl^ o'er 
Il»e Icmg ^EUnd §iidtei» sl^q)) the «leep that wakei 

Hiott^ tO0y in idOienee of fhe gtomd tttt laid : 
The nymphs iurt fdetuied that croaking fi^ 

inv^d 
Their Iktenkig maSi; nfid let them sing ht met 
The song that's difecxtfd idanftot ^nti^ be* 

iSicilkh Hm^ pdU tite dh^ of Wdfe i 
Poiscm bAI toueh'd thy %s} its ttb(M slo\r 
Has curdled in thy veins; and could'st thou sip, 
Nor poison turn to honey on thy lip? 
What man so hard could mix the draught for thee. 
Or bid be mix'd, nor feel thy melody ? 

Sicilian Muses, pour the dirge of woe ; 
But retribution sure shall deal the blow: 
I, in this trance of grief, still drop the tear, 
And mourn for ever o'er thy livid bier; 
Oh that as Orpheus, in the days of yore, 
Uljrsses, or Alcides, pass'd before, 
I could descend to Pluto's house of night. 
And mark if thou would'st Pluto's ear delight, 
And listen to the song: oh then rehearse 
Some sweet Sicilian strain. Bucolic verse; 



1 



aso tncnixN8 OP ma oa^sic mbta. 

To iNX)ai^.ifcii siaia ctfrEoM^t 1^ 
Tkmd £)aric ate^s, white; JSl^- « l^ilanib msag. 
Mot unxewarded diall thy J&ttm.W^^m0it 
As.ibe Unpset haipcr Orilheii%i^id^^ 
0«r bfeMt to yidd' hii^deir dq^irtedowifis^ • 
Treading the beckwsfd road from dMft;ito« life; 
So:.8bfdl he%iiidN^ toJ^ DcNrhoi. Jtoosy . ■: ( 
And s^Makjofom IsoMifMUngmn;,,,, ^ ., 
(%i ocNild.my toQchiCQBtoiKsd^^^^^^^^^ 
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THE SEA AND THE LAND. 



AVhen o'er the blue sea skims the whispering 

wind) 
Scarce rippling its calm depth, I sink, resigned 
To a voluptuous indolence; the Muse 
Charms not; serenest ease my senses woos. 
But, when the whitening Ocean's billows flash, 
The curved waves foam, and heaving surges dash. 
To earth and trees I turn my backward eyes, 
And shun the deep: on earth my safety lies. 
I court the shady wood; where roaring blow. 
The blasts; but sweet the pine-tree sings below. 
HI &res the fisher on the Ocean way, 
A ship his house^ and gliding fish his prey. 
May I, in soft delicious slumber laid, 
Recline beneath some planetree's deep-leaVd shade; 
And love the fountain-murmurs bubbling near. 
That startle not, but lull, the shepherd's ear. 



jMf nBcnann of-mm^mtrntc v«ns. 



ram mn^9i^$mnfMJU. 
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Wht AoM &t Gcxk flOiol me iiim^^^ why 

Ah wgetchA-i^ii8teridMii%jj(i^^ (.;{ 

To Hmadi^ii,m9 »qbto.linihmd'» JW4; .tr: > 
iPiilliidinii i hMwiidmf^mmim iimm^mf^ 

^ * ■ • , ■ '- . 

Unbi^ifiy oiie 1 the bow, by Ph<£biKs ^ven^ 
Its hideous darts by fates, or furies^ driveii^ 
He drew against his babes: their bosoms tol*e| 
All firantic Hishing; all imbathed in gore: 
Yes, with these miserable eyes I saw 
Tlie Other's hand his inmrderoas ^eapoli dl^w: 
Oh I may atiother never, never seei 
Ev'n in a dreanii the sight that glared on m^! 
Nor could I bear my children aid, who cried 
For their fond mother; but too soon they died. 
Ev'n as a bird mourns o'er her mifledged bro^, 
Gorged by a dreadful snake beneath the wood; 
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Around and still around the mother flies, 
'Tis all she can, with shrill complaining cries; 
For she, though closely hovering, fears to wake 
The new-rouzed spring of that terrific snake : 
So I, sad mother, shrieking in despair 
For my dear babes, ran maddening here and there, 
Oh Dian ! gentle woman's guardian power ! 
Would I had died in that appalling hour 1 
That through my heart the venom'd shaft had sped, 
And I had died» where lay my children dead! 



iltcanber« 
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NICANDER. 

Bef. Ch. 137. 



ANTIDOTES TO VENOMOUS BITES. 
COUNTER-POISONS. 



jN icander was a physician and grammarian, born 
at Colophon, a town of Ionia, and flourished under 
the second Attalus, king of Pergainus. He was a 
voluminous author, and wrote a poem on serpents, 
entitled ^^ Ophiaca;" a commentary, in verse, on 
the " Prognostics" of Hippocrates; " Georgics " 
and ^^ Metamorphoses;" besides historical disser- 
tations on Colophon, .iEtna, and Sicily. Of all 
his literary labours nothing remains but the two 
medical poems on antidotes. 
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t 

Didactic poefOB, cm wbaterer ml^eetf ,mAxmlBy 
please: inasmiidb^Mltfi^iiyq^ niany poelieid 
(nedes, or variedes, and amuse hf iSke novd liglits 



Hr^p« <rA»-<» "^ a? Vmt'^v 



ilt^its* ai^^l^'' ■111'" 



in idiich ihejr ^szMUt the plastic genius of poetry. 
Thus poems on hmitmg md fishing have been 
fitToorite exercises dt imcy with the ancMtts. 
Heibs and simples ill^piitlt tMy to hare sUtraded 
, the notice cf poets. Jl^osk of this kind is nrnn- 
bered among the lost poems of Hesiod; duni^it 
it to iMs^imhdi^ iras 

no other Yducle than verse tat every sulgect of 
memory or instroi^iifiau . Ji. jnodert poet would 
scarcely choose pathology, as the field of his ex- 
cuffeiv^ powws. Ah English poet^ indi^^ Dr, 
Awndtrong, by th«? aid of e±qttiske ta^ and ete^ 
gatiee of style^ md by including the paMioiM 
withitl his iWg^, had ov^teonlid the l^^pi^tiaiki^ 
ittsepaiPabl^ BiOtn ^Mdi^ine; but iht pbetkli^ of 
Nicaiiddr ^e IdO limited in tbeh^ '^C^p^ and of 

too {diyniedly tm^^asatit a natei^ f^ ol^ n^ 

^ wreath that cati bhid the MtM'd bto#/' Th€i« 
id viracfty in his deteHptites Of the fi^tkntA re{f- 
tiles ; which attracted ViigU's itotie^y Mid probably 
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suggested to Lucan his serpents of the desert, that 
infest the army of Cato : but his account of vul- 
nerary herbs resembles a botanical nomenclature; 
as does his catalogue of symptoms and of remedial 
a ^^ Domestic Medicine " in verse. In his coun- 
ter-poisons, especially, he descends into details of 
pharmacy, which, although I presume not to ques- 
tion the correctness of his practice, may be admit- 
ted to have all possible merit but that of exciting 
poetical ideas. 



■1 
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From the Antidotes, 
OF THE SERPENT CERASTES. 



Now ma/st thou learn the subtle homed snake, 
That steals upon thee, viperous in his make. 
But, while the viper's forehead maim'd appearsf, 
Horns, two or four, the bold Cerastes rears. 
Lean, dun of hue, the snake in sands is laid, 
Or haunts within the trench, that wheels have made. 
Against thee straight on onward spires he rides, 
And, with long path, on trailing belly glides : 
But, sidelong-tottering, rolls his middle track. 
And wins his crooked way, and twines his scaly 

back: 
As, with long stem, some galley cleaves the tide^ 
Wavering with gusts, and dips its diving side; 
While, as the vessel cuts its channel'd way, 
Dashed on the wind recoils the scatter'd spray. 
When bites the serpentj^ straight the puncture roimd 
A callous tumour, like a nail, is found: 



Aod Ihid piiittilm,':)«gN /K)44(t» of rain, 
Sbrekd nHutd the ^Hto; nf HnTl, «nJ <wifitTiJi ^t^» 1^ ; 
Tedile the murt; bi^ when nine tarn bme Aaae, 
The tgaomng ^yf*™ hailM ra. 
In wbam &^hanf>m^m WJA doad malign* 
Hu flethV his toodi, ^dmifbans with tage canine^ 
The loint and knees a reedfw pfun itrmdCB, 
AtuuewlK^danilstreak'd with purplish shades i 

■ ii ill ::' !''- rj 

Scarce hi^tin iuhu^rame the labouring breath, 
And tcaree he ■troarieg from the toils of death. 



ettniarieg 
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From the CounttT'poisons. 



OE quick with aid, when yew-tree juice with pains 
Of anguish-thrilling potion whelms the veins. 
The tongue is under-sworn ; the lips protrude 
In heavy tumours, with dry fix>th bedewed: 
The gums are cleft; the heart quick, terrour shakes ; 
Smit with the bane, the labouring reason quakes. 
He utters bleating sounds ; and furies vain 
With thousand turns, delirious, cross his brain. 
He shrieks like one who sees, with anguish'd 

dread, 
Life-threatening swords near-brandish'd at his head. 
As Rhea's chalice-bearing priestess flies 
Beneath the new moon, and with long loud cries 
Whirls o'er the smoking plain ; on Ida's hill 
The shepherds tremble at her howlings-shrill : 
So yells his frenzied rage ; his eyeballs roam, 
BuU-like, askance; his teeth are gnash'd in foam. 
Him fiist with many-twisted bonds confine; 
And drench him deep with draughts of luscious 
wine ; • 
VOL, I. 2 j> 






4m flnciXBm ojit.mm.VMtnc w&tn: 

And geolfy flliaaim» hk dmmi, to dmnr 
The praMi d^ '#ffli ftMocJo^ ^jebtm flow. 
An nnfl^dged'gowm uutyttte iymplijinii t8si% 
Im wiig ifliMdm o*ii' thit licuditiflniQff iflimei» 

The .qqda.<|f;«fip.;i^:feU^-;|if*f9P,f,..;., ; . 

Or thiitr thiti <*^^«**^ in iinr imrihtynfl ahaclfffli 



■i^: ..«■ ». 



' ■»■ ...1. '•■'■. l^ '>..» . -Ji^ . ■ . . , 
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MELEAGER. 

Bef. Ch. 96. 



AMATORY EPIGRAlfa» AND IDYLLS. 

English Translators : 

WAKBPIELD) BLAWD. 



JjIeleager, the son of Eucrates, was bom at 
Atthis in Syria^ and flourished under the Itfst 
king of Syria, Seleucus VI. He resided at Tyre ; 
but, in his <dd age, was driven by the wars 
to seek a retirement in the isle of Cos, where 
he died. 

Meleager professes to have formed his style 
on that of Menippus, the prose^poetic satjrrist: 

3d2 
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die oature of whoee wridngs is imitated in the 
Frendi " Satyre Menippee," composed by Ni- 
colas Rapin, and others, against the &ction of 
The League. But in tlie soft and tender effu- 
sions of Meleager, which have come down to 
us, it is impoEsihIe to discover, in what twn- 
sists his resemblance to Menippus. Meleager is 
remarkable as the father of those collections of 
furtive pieces from various poets, which are 
known by the title of " Anthologies." 

It should be remembered that the ancient ! 
Epigram was not, exclusively, appropriated to I 
subjects of humour, or terminated with a witty 
point; but was either "An Inscription," as its 
name imphes, or a short piece, serious or 
tender, aDswering generally to the modon 
" Sonnet," Of this kind 'are the Epigrams of 
Meleager. The^ are singulaHy -delicate aitd 
fenciiiil in the tuiti of thought and * espressioo, 
fuid are usually mariced with the most el^ant 
simplicity; though the sentiment is occasionally 
refined into something of the Italian conceiL 
That his love poems are always harmless or 
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excusable cannot be said: some, which the busy 
curiosity of later anthological editors have dragged 
from their skulking ' places, show the stains of 
ancient depravity. 



MELEAGER, 



A GARLAND. 



I'll twine white violets and spft dafibdils 
With mjnlle leaves: I'll twine the crocus sweet 
And smiling lily; and inweave with these 
The purple hyacinth, and braid the rose 
That loves the lover: so the wreath may shed 
Its flowery breath on Heliodora's hair. 
And her curl'd temples bathed with fragrant oik. 



il-KClMENS OF TUK CLASSIC POKIIi, 



Oh locks, tliat Damo'i tbrehead wreathe! 

Oh Heliodora's sandal'd teet ! 
And oh Timarion's doors, tliat breathe 

Moist odours from her chamber sweet j 
Ol] Anticlea's smiles, that shed 

A tender luxury of light ; 

Oh fillet ! blooming fresh to sight 
On Dorothea's flower-twined bead ! 
Love ! not thy golden quiver hides, 

In close reserve, the winged dart; 
Each arrow throuj^ my vitals glides; 

I &el, I feel them in my heart ! . 
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A GIRL PLAYING THE FLUTE. 



HThou breath'st the flute; some murmur'd air; 

Some sweet wild note, Zenophyle! 
Pan's own Arcadian pipe is there, 

And how, then, should I fly from thee? 

The loves have hemm'd me round and round. 
Nor let me breathe a moment's space; 

Thy shapely form has wing'd a woimd ; 
Thy minstrel tune; thy motion's grace; 

Thy — oh what words can serve my turn? 

For all of thee, for all I bum ! 



wnwpmaMwp ■■■■■. 

1lH*itaMii'#. I i[iH» mill JmbK^ 
At ttk twimunhm h^^^he bay; 
^Biiliriigf— ^fcriiW— I Ji9wi^v;,i 

Vw^'of ■ ■tfti'im«' ii uid i K <ijiig|i'-'' 
Yet gave to birtb a t^iild of fl«De< 
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LOVB STATIONARY. 



J. HE voice of Love soundB ever in my eara; 
Still swim my silent eyes with sweetest tears ; 
Nor nighty nor dawn^ ere soothes me into rest: 
The known, charm'd mark i» branded on my breast. 
Could not those wings, ye Loves I in pity say, 
That bore you hither, waft you hence away ? 



PLAYING AT HEARTS. 



Love acts the tennis-player's part. 
And throws to thee my panting heart. 
Heliodora ! ere it fall. 
Let Desire catch swift the ball: 
Let her in the ball-court move 
Fellow in the game with Love: 
If thou throw me back again, 
I shall of foul play complain. 
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riix — give tbe heahb — once more, omce ' 



Mix He^odora's name with wine, 
Tbe niby juice UDtemper'd pour, I 

And roond my brow the garland twine: ' 
Mesoorial of die girl it blooms 
With flowers that yesterdaj' o'ertop'd th^ 
^^^ stems; J 

^^M But now, dip'd moist in new pcrfbines, * 
ESied odoor-drope from tbeir anointed gems: 
Lo ! the rose weeps, the loTO'-Ioring flower, 
To see the aympfa away, who tJitfedmy boerd and 
bower. 
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A FUGITIVE. 



I CRY wild Cupid: he is. fled, 

At early twilight, from my bed : 

He is a boy, that sheds soft tears, 

Yet miabash'd of brow appears : 

Of sneering laugh; of babbling tongue; * 

Nimble; his back with pinicms hung; 

A quiver o'er his shoulder slung. 

I c£tnnot tell the urchin's Inrth, 

Whether of Ether, Sea, or Earth : 

For every where, on all alike. 

His enmities and mischiefs strike. 

Look to him now: perhaps he sets 

For other souls his wily nets. 

Ah! his close lurking-hold I trace! 

Come, archer ! from thy hiding-place ! 

He shall not scape; the traitor Ues 

Within Zenophyla's dark eyes. 
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TO THE TRSE-LOCUST. 



Oh shrill-voiced insect I that, with dew-drops sweet 

Inebriate, dost in desert woodlands sjng ; 
Perch'd on the spray-tc^ with indented feet. 

Thy dusky body's echoings, harp-lik^ ring : 
Come^ dear Cicada ! chirp to all the grove, 

The Nymphs, and Pan, a new responsive strain; 
That I, in noonday sleep, may steal fhmi love. 

Reclined beneath this dark overspreading plain. 
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SPRING. 



Jlhe winter now from all the gusty air 
Has passed away; the purple hour of spring 
Smiles floWery ; russet earth has crowned itself 
With greenest grass, and clothed the trees with 

leaves 
Fresh-budding. All the meadows laugh: they drink 
The tender dew of vegetative mom ; 
And the rose opens. Blithe the shepherd trills 
His pipe upon the mountains ; and with glee 
The goatherd looks upon his snowy kids. • 
The mariners already launch abroad 
O'er the wide waves, and catch the zephyr's breath. 
That, harmless, flutters in the swelling folds 
Of their spread canvas; and the vintagers 
Already hail with shouts the God of grapes, 
Wreathing their temples with the triple flower 
Of cluster'd ivy. Now the bees, whose birth 
Swarm'd from a heifer's hide, ply busily 
Their skilflil works, and sitting on the hive, 
Distil the white and virgin balm, that flows. 
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Fresh-tiickling, through the hollow'd waxen cells. 
With shrill-tuned voices all the tribes of birds 
Carol their note: the halcyons on the sea ; 
The swallows round the mansion's roofs; the swan 
Upon the river's banks; the nightingale 
Beneath the thicket. Then, if all the plants 
Rejoice in leaves; the ground with verdure bloom; 
The shepherd breathe his pipe; thewell-fleecedflocks 
Bound in their gambols ; if the mariners 
Skim with expanded sail ; the Bacchic throng 
Troop in loud revels ; and the winged birds 
Warble, and bees with restless murmurings toil ; 
How should I fail to sing my vernal song ? 
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